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EF Advertiſement. 


HE Amnthor might bere ( according to the Iaudi- 
1 ble cuſtom of Prefaces ) entertain the Reader with 
; 2 Diſcourſe of the Original, Progreſs, and Rules 
| | of Satyr, and let him underſtand, that he has 
| lately Read Caſaubon,and ſev#al other Criticks upon the Point 3 
but at preſent he is minded to wave it, as a vanity he is in no wiſe 
fond of.” His only intent now i4 #0 give @ brief account of what 
he Publiſhes, in order to prevent what Cenſures he foreſees may 
coulonrably be paſt thereupon : Anal that is, as followeth : | 
What be calls the Prologue; is inimitation of Pertius, who 
bas prefix*d ſomewhat by that Name befere bis Book, of Satyre, 
and may ſerve for a pretty goad Authority. The firſt Satyr be 
! drew by Sylla's Ghoſt in the great Johnſon, which may be 
\ perceived by ſome ſtrokes and touches therein, however ſhort they 
come of the Original. In the ſecond, be only followed the ſwange 
of his own Genius. The Deſign, and fame Paſſages of the 
Franciſcan of Buchanan. Which ingenious confeſſion be thinks 
fit to make, to ſhew he has more modeſty than the common Padders 
in Wit of theſe times. He doubts, there may be ſome fem mi- 
1 ſtakes in Chronology therein, which for want of Books he could 
: wot inform bimſelf in. If the skalful Reader. meet. with any 
2 ſxch, he may the mere eaſily pardon them upon'that ſcore. Whence 
| B: bad the bint of the fourth, is obvious to all, that are any 
2 thing acquainted with Horace. And without the Authority of 
| ſo great a Preſident, tbe making of an Image ſpeak,, is but an 
ordinary Miracle in Poetry. Heexpetl, that ſome will tax bim 


| of Buffoonery, and turning holy things into ridicule» But let 
| them Read, how ſeverely Arnobius, Lactantius, Minutius Fe- 
 lix, and the graveſt Fathers, have raillyd the fopperies and 
' ſuperſlitions of the Heathen, and thea conſider . wbither thoſe, 
| | bs: A 2 which 


which he has choſen for bis Argument,are not as worthy of laugh- 
ter. The only difference is that they did it in Proſe, as he does in 
Verſe, where perbaps 'tis the more allowable. 

As for the next Poem ( whichis the moſt liable to cenſure ) 
tho the world has given it the Name of the Satyr againſt Vertue, 
he declares *twas never deſign'd to that intent, how apt ſoever 
Jome may be to wreſt it. And this appears by what is ſaid after 
it, and is diſcernable enough to all, that have the ſenſe to mnder- 
fiend it, *Twas meant to abuſe thoſe, who valued themſelves 
201 their Wit and Parts, in praiſing Vice, and to ſhew, that 
ethers of fober Printiples, if they would take the ſame liberty in 
Poetry, cerld (train as high rants in Profaneneſs as they. At firſt 
he intended it not for the publick,nor to paſs beyond the privacy of 
two or three Friends, but ſeeing it had the Fate to ſteal abroad 
in Manzuſcript, and afterwards in Print, without his knowledg 3 
he now thinks it a Juſtice due to bis own Reputation, to have it 
come forth without thoſe faults, which it bas ſuffered from 
Tranſeribers and the Preſs bitherto, and which make it a worſe 
Satyr upon himſelf, than upon what it was defign'd. 

Something (hould be ſaid too of the laſt Trifle, if at were 
worth it. *Twas occafioned upon reading the late Tranſlations 
of Ovid's Epiltles, which gave him a mind to try what he 
cold do upon a like Subje., Thoſe being already foreſtall d, be 
#bax;gbt fit to make choice of the ſame Poet, whereon perhaps be 
tas taken too much liberty. Had he ſeen Mr. Sandys his Tranſla- 
z#ion before be began, he never durſt have ventured: Since 
he bas, and finds reaſon enough to deſpair of bis undertaking. 
Brit now "tis done, be is loth to burn it, and chuſes rather to 


give ſomebody elſe the trouble. The Reader may do as he pleaſes, 


ciiber like it, or pat it to the uſe of Mr. Jordan's W, orks. "To. 


the firſt attempt, be evcy made in this kind, and likely enough 
to be the lalt, bis vein ( if be may be thought to have any) lying 
another ways '3 NEE] 
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KF who can longer hold? when every Preſs, 


The Bar and Pulpit too has broke the Peace? 
When every ſcribling Foo! at the alarms 
Has drawn his Pen, and rifes up in Arms? 
And nor a dull Pretexder of the Town, 
But vents his gall in Pawphlet up and down ? 
”* \ When all with licence rail, and who will not, 
s 7} Maſtbealmoſt ſuſpected of the 2 LOT, | 


And bring his Zeal, or elſe his Parts in doubt? | 


B Ez 


2 PROLOGUE. 
In vain our Preaching Tribe attack the Foes, 


In vain their weak Artillery oppole : 

Miſtaken honeſt men, who gravely blame, 

And hope that gentle DoGrine ſhould reclaim, 

Are Texts, and ſuch exploded trifles fit 

T'impoſe, and ſham upon a Jeſuit ? 

Would they the dull Old Fiſher. zen compare 

With mighty Suarez, and great Eſcobar £ 

Such thred-bare proofs, and (tale Authorzties 

May Us poor ſimple Hereticks ſuffice : 

But to aſear'd Ignatiar's Conſcience, 

Harden'd, as his own Face, with Impudence, 

Whoſe Faith in contradiction bore, whom Lies, 

Nor non-ſenſe, nor Impoſlibilities, 

Nor ſhame, nor death, nor damning can aſſail: 

Not theſe mild fruitleſs methods will avail. 
'Tis pointed Satyr, and the ſharps of Wit , 

For ſuch a prize are th' only Weapons fit : 

Nor needs there Art, or Genizs here to uſe, 


W here Indignation can create a mule : 


Shonld 


_ -- 2 ff, Juno -© A honintnent. "fe. 


Pn SI EP WIT Sa, OA 


* - 
: "Jr WR * . I - BS "Xi 
tw. 0 Gra ex oath Rs: ah - ” - . 


au 
+ © 
P 
* 


PROLOGUE. 3 
Should Parts, and Nature fail, yer very ſpite 


Would make the arrant'ſt Wild, or Withers write. 
Itis reſolv'd : henceforth an endleſs War, 

T and my Muſe with them, and theirs declare; 

Whom neither open Malice of the Foes, 

Nor private Daggers, nor St. Omer's Dofe, 


; Norall, that Godfrey felt, or Monarchs fear, 


Shall from my vow'd, and {worn revenge deter. 
Sooner ſhall falſe Court Favourites prove jult, 

And faithful to their Kings, and Countrys truſt + 

Sooner (hall they deteR the tricks of State, 

And knav'ry, ſuits, and bribes, and flatt'ry hate: 

Bawds ſhall turn Nuns, Salt D-—-s grow chaſt, 

And Paint, and Pride, and Lechery deteſt : 

Popes ſhall for Kings Supremacy decide, 

And Cardinals for Huguenots be try'd : 

Sooner ( which is the great'(t in' poſſible 

Shall the vile Brood of Loyola, and Hell 

Give o're to Plot, be Villains, and Rebel; 


B 2 : Than 


4 PROLOGUE. 


Than I with utmoſt ſpite, and vengeance ceaſe 
To proſecute, and plague their curſed race. 

The rage of Poets damn'd, of Womens Pride 
Contemn'd, and ſcorn'd, or proffer'd luſt denied: 
The malice of Religious angry Zeal, 

And all, caſhier'd reſenting Statesmen feel : 

What prompts dire Hags in their own blood to 
And (el! their very ſouls to Hell for ſpite: (write 
All this urge on my rank envenom'd ſpleen, 

And with keen Satyr edg my ſtabbing Pen : 

That its each home-ſet thruſt their blood may 
Each drop of Ink like Aquafortis gnaw. (draw, 

Red-hot with vengeance thus, I'll brand diſgrace 

So deep, no time {hall &rethe marks deface: 

Till my ſcvere, and exemplary doom 

Spread wider than their guilt, till it become 
More dreaded than the Bor, and frighten worſe 


Than damning Pope's Arathema's, and curle. 
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I [SAT TRY 
| Garnet's Choſt addreſſmg to the Je- 


{ Afuits, met in private Cabal juſt af- 


ter the Murder of Godfrey. 


CO 


B' Hell 'twas bravely done! what leſs than 


this ? 
What Sacrifice of meaner worth, and price 


Could we have offer'd up for our ſucceſs ? Pp 


| Se ESRC 4 
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So fare all they, who ere provoke our hate, 
Who by like ways preſume ro tempr their fate; 
Fare each like this bold medling Fool, and bg 
As well ſecur'd, as well diſpatch'd as he : 


Would he were here, yet warm, that we might 


nt”, Tn OC III 


His reaking gore,and drink up ev'ry yein! (drain 
' That were a glorious fſanGioz, much like thine. 


| Great Roman / made npon alike deſign : 


B 3 Like 
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Like thine ; we ſcorn ſo mean a Sacrament, 
To ſeal, and conſecrate our high intent, 


We ſcorn baſe Blood ſhould our great League\ 
cement : "7 


Thou did{t it with a ſlave, but we think good 

To bind our Treaſon witha bleeding God. 
Would it were His (why ſhould fear to name, 

Or you to hear't? ) at which we nobly aim | 

Lives yet that hated er'zzy of our Cauſe ? 

Lives He our mighty projeCts to oppoſe ? 

Can His weak innocence, and Heaven's care 

Be thought ſecurity from what we dare? 

Are you then Jeſuits £ are you ſo for nought ? 

In all the Catholick depthsof Treaſon taught? 

In e:thodox, and ſolid poisning read? 

In each profounder art of killing bred ? 

And can you fail, or bungle in your trade ? 

Shall one poor life your cowardize upbraid : 2 

Tame daſtard (laves} who your profe eſſion ſhame, 


And fizz ole grace on our I great FE ounder' 5 Name. 


Think 
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Were engins in the fa&, but they alone 


#pon the Jeſuits. 7 
Think what late Se&@'ries ( an ignoble crew, 


Not worthy to berank'd in fin with you) 
Inſpir'd withlofty wickedneſs, durſt do : 

How from hisThrone they hurl'd a Mozarch down, 
Aud doubly eas'd him of both Life,and Crown : 
They ſcorn'd in covert their bold act to hide, 

In open face of Heav'n the work they did, 

And brav'd its vengeance, and its pow'rs defi'd, 
This is his So, and mortal too like him, 
Durſt you uſurp the glory of the crime 

And dare ye not ? Tknow, you ſcorn to be 

By ſuch as they, out-done in villany, _ 


Your proper province; true, you urg'd them on, 


Shareall the open credit, and renown. 


But hold! I wrong our Chyrch, and Cavſe, which 
need 


No forein inſtance, nor what others did : 
Think on that matchleſs Aſaſſi», whoſe name 
We with juſt pride can make our happy claim 3 


B 4 He, 


5 SATTR EL 


He, who at killing of an Emperor, 


To give his poiſon ſtronger force, and pow'r 


Mixt a Ge4d with't, and made it work more ſure : 
Bleſt memory ! which ſhall thropgh Age to come 
Stand ſacred in the Liſts of He1/, and Rome. 

Let our great Clement, and Ravillac's name, 
Your Spirits to like heights of fin inflame 3 
Thoſe mighty Souls, who bravely choſe to die 
T'have each a Royal Ghoſt their company. 
Heroick Aft ! and worth their tortures well, 
Well worth the ſuff'ringof a double Hell, 
That, they felt here, and that below, they fcel. 

| Andif theſe cannot move you, as they ſhou' d, 
Let ze, and wy example fire your blood : 
Think on my vaft attempt, a glorious deed, 
Which durſt the Fates have ſuffer'd to ſucceed, 
Had rival'd Hel; moſt proud exploit, and boaſt, 
Ev'n that, which wou q the King of Fates depos 'd, 
Curft be the day, and ne're intime inrol'd, 
And curſt the Star, whoſe ſpiteful influencerul'd/ 
The luckleſs Minute, which my project ſpoil'd: 


Cutſe 


pon the Jeſuits. ri q 
Curſe on that Pow'r, who, of himſelf afraid, 
My glory with my brave defign betray'd : 
1 Juſtly he fear'd, leſt I, who ſtrook ſo high 
In guilt, ſhould next blow up his Realm, and Sky : 
7 Andſol had; at leaſtI would havedurlſt, 
L And failing, had got off with Fame at worlt. 
1 Had you but halt my bravery 1n Sin, 
2 Your work had never thus unfiniſh'd bin: 
: Had Ibin Man, and the great A to doz 
1 Had dy d by this, and bin what I am now, 
1 Or what His Father is: I would leap Hell 
| To reach His Life, tho inthe mid(t I fell, 


4 And deeper than before, — 


7 Let rabble Souls, of narrow aim, and reach, 
3Stoop their vile Necks,and dull Obedience preach: 
JLet them with (laviſh aw (diſdain'd by me ) 

dore the purple Rag of Majeſty, 

And think't afacred Relick of the $ky : 

1 WVell may fach Fools a baſe Hubjeftion own, 


V affals toevery Aſs, that loads a Throne : 


- 


{-08 SATYR TI. 
Unlike the ſou], with which proud I'was born, 


Who could that ſneaking thing a Mozarch ſcorn, 


Spurn off a Crown, and ſet my foot in ſport 

Upon the head, that wore it, trod in dirt, 
But ſay,what is't that binds your hands? do's fear ; 

From ſuch a glorious ation you deter ? 

Or is't Religion ? but you ſure diſclaim 

That frivolous pretence, that empty name : 

Meer bugbear word, devis'd by Us to ſcare ; 

The ſenſlefs rout to ſlaviſhneſs, and fear, : 

Ne're know to aw the brave,and thoſe,that dare. | 

Such weak, and feeble things may ſerve for checks 


To rein, and curb baſe-mettled Hereticks 


35 > x 


Dull creatures, w hoſe nice bogling conſciences * 
Startle, or ſtrain at ſuch flight crimes as theſe; 
Such, whom fond inbred honeſty befools, 

Or thatold muſty piece the Bible gulls : 

That hated Book, the bulwark of our foes, ' 


W hereby they ſtil] uphold their tott'ring cauſe, - 


Let 


apon the Jeſuits. I 
Let no ſuch toys miſlead you from the road 


| Of glory, nor infe& your Souls with good ; 
> Let never bold incroaching Virtye dare 
' With her grim holy face to enter there, 
| 3 No, not in very Dream: have only will 
* Like Fiezds, and Meto covet, and a& ill : 
| Let true ſubſtantial wickedneſs take place, 
 Ukurp, and Reign; let it the very trace 
; (If any yetbe left ) of gaod deface, 
If ever qualms of inward cowardice” 


(The things, which ſome dull fots call conſcience) 
riſe, 


s | 
i Let them n ſtreams of Blood,and (hughter drown, 


2 Orwithnew weights of guilt ſtil] preſs 'em down. 
Z Shame, Faith, Religion, Honor, Loyalty, 
Nature it ſelf, whatever checks there be 


1 Tolooſe, and uncontrol'd impiety, | 


7 Beall extinftin you; own no remorſe 
! Butthat you've balk'd a (in, have been no worſe, 


1 Or too much pity ſhewn,—- 


Let Be 


12 SUTTR.L 

Be diligent in Miſchiefs Trade, be each 

Performing as a Dew]; nor ſtick to reach 

At Crimes molt dangerous ; where bold deſpair, 

Mad luſt,and heedleſs blind revenge would ne're 

Ev'n look, march you without a bluſh, or fear, 

Inflam'd by all the hazards,, that oppoſe, 

And firm, as burning Martyrs, to your Cauſe. 
Then you're true Jeſuits, then you're fit to be 

Diſciples of great Loyola, and Me - 

Worthy to #ndertake, worthy a Plot, 

Like this, and fit to ſcourge an Huguenot. 


Plagues on that Name! may ſwift confuſion 
feize, 


And utterly blot out the curſed Race : 
Thrice damn'd be that Apoſiate Monk, from whom 
Sprung firſt theſe Enemies of Us, and Rome : 


W hoſe pois'nous Filth, dropt from ingend'ring 
a. * 


By monſtrous Birth did the vile InſeFs ſpawn, 

Which now infeſt each Country, and dchile 

With their o'reſpreading ſwarms this goodly [te, 
Once 


pon the Jeſuits. 13 
Once it was ours, and ſubje& to our Yoke, 


Till a late rezgnine Witch th Enchantment broke : 
Ic ſhall again : Hel and I fay't: have ye 
But courage to make good the Propheſie: 
Not Fate it ſelf ſhall hinder. 
Too ſparing was the time, too mild the day, 
' Whenour great Mary bore the Ergliſh way ? 
- Unqueen-like pity marr'd her Royal Pow'r, 


Nor was her Purple dy'd enough in Gare. 

Four, or five hundred, ſuch like petty ſum 
Might fall perhaps a Sacrifice to Rowe, 
Scarce worth the naming : had I had the Pow'r, 
} Orbeen thought fit thave been her Counſelor, 
She ſhou'd have raig'd it toa nobler ſcore. 
Big Borfires ſhould haye blaz'd,and ſhone each day, 
Totell our Triumphs, and make bright our way: 
7 And when 'rwas dark, in every Lane, and Street Y 
| Thick flaming Hereticks ſhould ſerve to hight 
| And ſave the needleſs Charge of Links by night : | 


Smiths 


14 SATTR I 
_ Smithfeld ſhould till have kept a conſtant fire, 


Which never ſhould be quench'd, never expire, 
But with the lives of all the wiſcreart rout, 
Till the laſt gaſping breath had blown it out. 

So Nero did, ſuch was the prudent courſe 
Taken by all his mighty Succeſlors, 
To tame like Hereticks of old by force: 
They ſcotn'd dull reaſon, and pedantick rules 
To conquer, and reduce the harden'd Fool: : 
Racks, Gibbets, Halters were their arguments, 
Which did moſt undeniably convince : 
Grave bearded Lions managd the diſpute, 
And reverend Bears their Dodrines did confute : 
And all, who would ſtand out in ſtiff defence, 


They gently claw'd, and worried into ſeaſe : 
Better than all our Sorbor deterds now, 

Who would by dint of words our Foes ſubdue: 
This was the rigid Diſciple of old, 

Which modern ſots for Perſecution hold : 


— 


EE IT. 


pon the Jeſuits. --_ 
Of which dull A-zaliſts in ſtory tell >) 
Strange Legexds, and buge bulky Volumes ſwell 
With Martyr'd Fools, that loſt their way to Hell.\\ 


From theſe, our Church's glorious Anceſtors, 


We've learnt our arts, and made their Methods 
ours: - | 


Nor have we come behind, the leaſt degree, 
In aQts of rough and manly cruelty : 
Converting Faggots, and the pow'rful ſtake, 
And Sword reliſtleſs our Apoſiles make. 

This heretofore Bohemza felt, and thus 
Were all the num'rous Proſelztes of Fuſs 
Cruſh'd with their head : So Waldo's curſed rout, 
And thoſe of Wickliff here were rooted out,(choſe, 
Their names ſcarce left.—-Sure were the means,we 
And wrought prevailingly : Fire purg'd the droſs 
Of thoſe foul Herefies, and ſovereign Steel 


: Lopt off th' infected Limbs the Church to heal. 


Renown'd was that FrexchBrave,renown'd his Y 


A deed,for which the day deſervesitsyed (deed, 


Far more than for a paltry Sint, that died : 


How 


=. SATTR- AF 

How goodly was the Sight ! how fine the Show 
When Paris ſaw through all its Channels flow 
The blood of Huguenots ; when the full Sein, 
Swell'd with the flood,its Banks with joy o're-ran ! 
He ſcorn'd like common Murderers to deal 

By parcels, and piecemeal; he ſcorn'd Retail 


I'th* Trace of Death: whole Myriads died by 
 th' great, 


Soon as one fingle life z ſo quick their Fate, 
Their very Pray's, and Wilhes came too late. 
Thisa Kirg did : and great, and mighty 'twas. 
Worthy his high Degree, and Pow'r, and Place, 
And worthy our Religion, and our Cauſe : 
Unmatch'd 'thad been, had not Mac-quire aroſe, 
The bold M.c-quire( who, read in modern Fame, 
Can bea Stranger to his Worth, and Name? ) 
Born to out-fin a Merarch, born to Reign 
In Guilt, and all Competitors diſdain - 
Dread memory! whoſe each mention ſtill can make 


| Pale Hereticks with trembling Horror quake, 


T'undo 


VYy 


pon the Jeſuits. 15 
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T'undo a K7izedom, to atchieve a crime 


| Like his; who would not fall and die like him ? 


Never had Rome a nobler ſervice done, 

Never had Hef/; each day came thronging down 

Vaſt ſhoals of Ghoſts,and mize was pleas'd,& glad; 

And ſmil'd, when it the brave revenge ſurvey'd; 
Nor dol mention theſe great Inſtances 


For bounds, and limits to your wickedneſs: 


| Dare you beyond, ſomething out of the road, 
| Of all example, where pone yet have trod, 


' Nor ſhall hereafter : what mad Catzline 


Durſt never think, nor's madder Poet feign. 
Make the poor baftled Pagar Fool confels, 


| How mucha Chriſtian Crime can conquer his? 


How far in gallant miſchief overcome, 


: Theold muſt yield to new,and modern Rome. 
| Mix [/s paſt, preſent, future, in one act; 


* Onehigh, one brave, one great, one glorious Fact, 


Which Hel, and very 1 may envy———— 
Such as a God himſelf might wiſh to be 
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A Complicein the mighty »z/lany 


And barter's Heaven, and vouchſafe to die. | 
Nor let Delay ( the bane of Enterprize) 

Marr yours, or make the great importance mils, 

This fa& has wak'd your Enemies, and their fear ; 


Let it your vigour too, your haſte, and care. 


Be (wift, and let your deeds foreſtall intent, 
Foreſtall ev'n wiſhes, e're they can takevent, 


Nor give tlie Fates the leiſure to prevent. 
' Let the full Clouds, which a long time did wrap | 
Your gath'ring thunder, row with ſudden clap. þ 
Break out upon your Foes; daſh, and confound, 
And ſpread avoidleſs ruin all around. 

Let the fir'd City to your Plet give light ; 
You raz'd it half before, now raze it quite: 


Do'c more efteRually ; I'd fee it glow 


In flames unquenchable as thoſe below. 
I'd fee the M;ſcrearts with their houſes burn, 
And all together into aſhes turn, 
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Bend next your fury to the curſt Diva ; 


That damn'd Committee, whom the Fates ordain \ 
Of all our well-laid Plots to be the bane: 
 Unkennel thoſe State F oxes, Where they ly 


Working your ſpeedy fate, and deſtiny. 
Lug by the cars thedoting Prelates thence, 
Daſb Hereſie together with their Brains 
Out of their ſhatter'd heads, Lop off the Lords 
And Commons at one ſtroke; and let your Swords 
Adjourn 'em all to th' other World —— 

Would l were bleſt with fleſh and blood again, 
But to be ARor in that happy Scene ! 


| Yet thus I will be by, and glut my view; ? 
Revenge ſhall take its fill, in ſtate I'll go 
With captive Ghoſts attend me down below. 

Let theſe the Handlells of your vengeance be; 
But ſtop not here, nor flag in cruelty. 
Kill like a Plague, or I-quiſtien ; ſpare 
No Age; Degree; or Sex; only to wear 


A Sotil; only toown-a Life, be here 


C 2 Thought 


oat 


Nor let gray hoary hairs proteQtion give 
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Thought crime enough to loſe't: no time, nor 
| (place 


Be Sanftuary from your outrages. 
Spare not in Churches kneeling Prieſts at pray'r, 
Tho ititerceding for you, {lay ev'n there. 

Spare not yourg Infants ſmiling at the breaſt, 
Who from relenting Fools their mercy wrelt : 
Rip teeming Wormbs, tear out the hated Brood. 
From thence, & drown em in their Mothers blood. 
Pity not Virgins, nor their tender cries, 

Tho proſtrate at your feet with melting eyes 

All drown'd 1n tears; ſtrike home, as 'twere in luſ#, | 
And force their begging hands to guide the thruſt, 
Ravilh at th' Altar, kill when you have done, | 


Make them your Rapes, and Vigims too in one. 


To Axe, juſt crawling on the verge of Life: 
Snateh from its leaning hands the weak ſupport, 
And with it knock't into the grave with ſport ; 
Brain'the poor Cripple with his Crutch, then cry, 


You've kindly rid him of his miſery. 


Seal 
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Scal up your ears to Mercy, leſt their words 


Should tempt a pity, ram 'em with your Swords 


(Their tongues too) down their throats; let 'em 
not dare 


| To mutter for their Souls a oaſping Pray'r, 
But inthe utt'rance choak't, and ſtab it there. 
*'Twere witty handſom Malice (could you dot) 
To make'em die, and make'em damn'd to boot, 
Make Children by one Fate with Parents die, 
Kill evn revenge in next Poſterity : i. 
So you'll be peſter'd with no Orphans cries, & WA 
No Childleſs Mothers curſe your Memorics. *57 
Make Death, and Deſolation ſwim in blood 
' Throughout theLazd,with nonght toltop the flood 
But ſlayghter'd Carcaſſes; till the whole If _ 
Become one to:b, become one fun'ral pile 3, 
Till ſuch vaſt numbers well the countleſs ſumm, 
That the wide Grave, and wider Hell want room, 
Great was that Tyrazts wiſh, which ſhould be 


Did I not ſcorn the leavings of a (in 3 (mane; 
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Freely I would beltow't onEnrgland now, (grow, 
That rhe whole Nation with one neck ng 
To be {lic'd off, and you to give the blow. * 
What neither Saxoz rage could here inflict, 


| Nor Dances more ſavage, nor the barb'rous Pid ; 
What Spaiz, nor Eighty Eight could erc deviſe, 
With all its Fleet, and freight of cruelties ; 
What ner Medina wiſh'd, muchleſs could dare, 
And bloodier Alva would with trembling hear ; 
What may ſirike our dire Prodigics of old, 


And make their mild, and gentler a&s untold. 


What Heav as Judgments, nor the angry Stars, | 

Foreign Invaſlions, nor Domeſtick Wars, 

Plague, Fire, nor Famine could effect or do; 4 

All this, and more be dar'd, and done by you, þ 

But whydol with idle talk delay = 

Your hands, and while they ſhould be acting, ſtay? | 
. 
| 


Farewel|- — 
If Imay waſt a Pray' for your ſucecls, 


Hell be your aid, and your high projees bleſs} 


May 
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! May that vile Wretch,if any here there be, 


| That meanly ſhrinks frome brave Iniquity 3 

* If any here feel pity, or remorſe, | 

| ] May he feel all, I've bid you a&, and worſe / 
May he by rage of Foes unpitied fall, 

And they tread out his hated Soul to Hell. 


F: 


May's Name,and Carcaſe rat,expos'd aliketo be 


The everlaſting mark of grinning Infamy, 


05 
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Ay, if our (ins are grown ſo high of late, | 
( wakes nno longer can adjourn ourfate; | 
May't pleaſe fome milder Vengeance to deviſe, 
Plague, Fire, Sword, Dearth, or any thing but this. 
Let it rain ſcalding Showers of Brimſtone down, 
To burn us, af& of old the lſiful Town : 
Let a new deluge overwhelm agen, 
And drown at once our Land, our Lives, our Sin. 
Thus gladly we'll compound, all this we'll pay, 
To have this worſt of 17s remov'd away. 
| Tudgmentsof other kinds are often ſent 
In mercy only, not for puniſhment 
But where theſe light, they ſhew a Nation's fate 
Is given up, and paſt for reprobate, | 
When God his ſtock of wrath on Eeypt ſpent, / 
To make a ſtubborn Land, and King repent, | 
Sparing the reſt, had he this one Plague ſents ; 


FOp 


| 


| And Pharaoh circumcis'd a Proſelyte. 
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For this alone his People had been quit, 


Wonder no looger why no Curſe, like theſe, 
Was known, orſuffer'd in the Primitivedays : 
They gever finn'd enaugh to merit it, fie 
'Twas therefore what Heav'ns juſt pow'r though 


* To ſcourge thisJatter, and more finful age 


: Withall the dregs, and ſqueeſmgs of his rage. 


Too dearly is proud Spain with Evgland.quit - 


8; or all her loſs ſuſtein'd in Eighty Eights, 


For all the 1/;, our Warlike Virgin wrought, | 


OrDrake,andRawleigh her great Scourges brought. 


| Amply was ſhe reveng'd in that one birth, (forth; 


1 When Hell for-her the Biſcain Plague brought 


4 Great-Counter-plague | in which unhappy we 


# Pay back her ſuff'rings with full uſury : 


Than whom alone none ever was deſign'd 


| Tentail a wider curle On Human kind, [ 
I But be, who firſt begat us, and firſt fin'd. 
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Happy the World had been, and happy Thoy, 
(Lels damn'd at leaſt, and leſs accurſt than now) 
If early with leſs guilt in War th'hadſt dy'd, 
An Tom enſuing miſchicfs Mankind freed. 
Or when thou view'dft the Holy Land,and Tomb, 
Tt/:ad'ſt ſuffer'd there thy brother Tr aitor's doom. 
Curſt be the womb, that with theFirebrand teem'd, 
Which ever ſince has the whole Gtobe inflam'd ; 
More curſt that ill-aim'd Shoz, which baſely miſt, 
Which maii'd a 5-2b,but ſpar'd thy hated breaſt, 
And rifade th” at once a Cripple, and a Prieſt. 
- But why this wiſh? The Churchif fo might lack 
Champions, good works, and Saints for th' Almanach, 
Thefeare the Janizaries of the Cauſe,” - q 


The Life Guard of the Roman Swan, choſe: - 
To break the force of Huguenots, and Foes. 
"The Church's Hawkers in Divinity. 

Who '[tead of Lace, and- Ribbons, Dottrine cry: 
Rome's Strowlers, who ſurvey each Continent, 


Its triwkets, and commodities to vent; 
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'Exportthe Goſpel, like mere ware, for ſale, 

And truckt for I»digo, and Gut choneal, | 

As the known\Fau@ors here, the Brethren, once 

Swopt Chriſt ibout for Bodkins, Rings, and Spoons. 
Arid ſhall theſe great ApsſHes be contemn'd, 

And thus by ſeoffing Hereticks defam'd 2 

They, by whoſe means both Þ:dies now enjoy 

The two choice Bleſſings, | Pox and Popery? 

Which buried elſein ignorance had been, 

Nor known the worth of Beads, and Bellarmine? 
It pitied holy Mother Church to fee. 

A Warld ſo drown'd in grofs Taolatry : 

It griev'd to ee ſuch goodly Nations hold” 

Bad Errors and unpardonable Gold. 

Strange! what azeal can Coin infuſe! 

What Charity Pieces of Eight produce ! 

So you were choſen the fitteſt to reclaim 

The Pagan World, and giv'ta Chriſtian Name. 

And great was the ſuccels; whole Myriads ſtood 

At Fort, and were baptis'd in their own blood, 


Millions 
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Millions of Souls were hurl'd from hence to burn 


Before their time, be dama'd before their turn. 


Yettheſe were in compaſſion ſent to Hell, 


The reſt reſerv'd in ſpite, and worſe to feel, , 
Compell'd inſtead of Fiexds to worſhip you, 

The moreinhumane Devils of the two. 

Rare way, and method of Converſion this, 

To make your Votaries your Sacrifice ! ; 


If to deſtroy be Reformation thought 3 

A Plague as well might the good work have wrought. 
| Now ſee we why your Founder, weary grown 
Would lay his torfner Trade of King down ; 
He found "was dull, he found a Crown: would be 
A fitter caſe, and badge of cruelty. 

Each ſniv'Iling Hero Seas of Blood can ſpill, 

| When wrongs provoke;and Honour bids him kill 
Exchtiny Bully Lives can freely bleed, 

When preſs'd byWWire,or Punzto knock o'th' head: 
Give me your through-pac'd Rogue, who ſcorns 
Prompted by poor Revenge, or Injury, (to be 


Put doevit of true inbred cruelty ; 


Your 


», 4 
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Your cool, and ſober Mrderer, who prays, 
And ſtabs at the ſame time, who one band has 


on a 


Stretch'd up to Heav'n, r'other to make the Pals, 
So the late Saints of blefſed memory, 

Cut throats in Godly pure ſincerity : 

So they with lifted hands, and eyes devout, 

Said Grace, and carv'd a {laughter'd Mozarch out. 
When the firſt Traitor Caiz (too good to be 

Thought Patron of this black Fraternity ) 


His bloody Tragedy of old deſign'd, 


One death alone quench'd his revengeful mind, 
Content with but a quarter of Mankind - 
Had he been Jeſuit, had he but put on 

Their ſavage cruelty ; the-reſt had gone : 

His hand had ſent old Adam after too, 


And forc'd the Godhead to create anew. 
(thought 
And yet 'twere well, were their foul guilt bug 


Bare ſin: 'tis ſomething ev'n to own a fault. 
But here the boldeſt flights of wickedneſs 
Are ltampt Religion, and for currant paſs. 
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, uglieſt, horrid'lt damned'ſt deed, 


The blaght 


For which Zel/ flames, the Schools a Title need, 


If done for Holy Chyrch ; is ſandtified. 
This conſecrates the bleſſed Work, and. Tool, 
Mor muſt we ever after think 'em foul. 
To undo Realms, kill Patents, murder Kings, 
Are thus but petty trifles vemal things, 
Not wotth a Confer ; nay, Heav's (hall be 
It ſelf invok'd tabet th' impiety. 
Grant, gracious Lord, ( Some Reverend Villeli 
\ + Thatthis thebold Aſſertor of our Cauſe (prays ) 
* May with ſucceſs accompliſh that great end, 
© For which he was by thee, and us deſign'd. 
* Do thou this Arm, and Sword thy ſtrength im- 
+ And guide em ſteddy tothe Tyrants heart. (part; 
* Grant him for every meritorious thruſt 
:* Degrees of bliſs above among the Juſt; 
* Where holy Garret, and S, Gyyare plac'd, 
© Whom works.like this, before have thither fais'd: 


Whets | 


—— - 
_ 
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« Where they are interceding for us now; | 
< For ſure they're there. Yes queſtionleſs, and of 
Good Nero is, and Diocleſian too, 
And that great ancient Saint Heroſtratus, 
And the late godly Martyr at Thowloxſe. 

Dare ſomething worthy Newgate,and the Jow'r. 
If you'l be caxoniz'd, and Heav'n enſure. 
Dull prin#tive Fools of old | who would be good, 
Who would by virtue reach the bleſt abode: 
Far other are the ways found out of late, 


Which Mortals tothat happy place tranſlate: - 

Rebellion, Treaſon, Murder, Maſlacre, 

The chief Ingredients now of $aznt-ſhip are, 

And Tyburn only ſtocks the Calendar. 
Unhappy Judas, whoſe ill fate, or chance 

Threw him upon groſs times of ignorance; 

Who knew not how to value, or eſteem 


The worth, and merit of a glorious crime! 


Should his kind Stars have let him ated now; 
Had dy'd abſolv'd, and dy'd a Martyr too. 


Hear't 
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Hear't thou,GreatGod, ſuch daring blaſpheniy, 
And let'it thy patient Thunder ſtill lie by ? 
Strike, and avenge, leſt impious Atheiſts lay, 
Chance guides the world,and has ufurp'd thy ſway; 
Leſt theſe proud profp'rous V7//ains too confeſs, 
Tou'rt ſenfleſs, as they make thy Images. 

Thou juſt, and ſacred Pow'r! wilt thou admit 
Such Gueſts ſhould in thy glorious preſence fit ? 
If Heav'n can with ſuch company diſpence z 
Well did the Indian pray, Might he keep thence ! 

But this we only feign, all vain, and falſe, 

As their own Legends, Miracles, and Tales; 
Either the groundleſs calumnies of ſpite, 
Or idle rants of Poetry, and Wit. 

We wiſh they were: but you hear (Zarnet cty, 
© [didit, and would do't again ; hadI 
« As much of Blood, as many Lives as Rome 
© Has ſpilt in what the Fools call Martyrdom ; 

* As many Souls as Sins ;z I'd freely ſtake 
© All thery, and more for Mother Church's ſake: 


© Fof 
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For that I'll ſtride o're Crowns, ſwim through a 
_- Flood; 


* Made up of laughtet '4 Monarck's —_ ati 
© Blood. 


*For that no lives of Hereticks Tl! (pare; 


| © But reap 'em down with leſs remorſe, and care 


_—__ — A — c.... 
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© Than Tarqnin did the Poppy-heads of old, 

© Or we drop Beads,by which our Pray'ts ate told. 
Bravely reſolv'd! and 'twas as bravely dat'd: \ 

But (1o! ) the Recompence,and great Reward \ 

The wight is to the Almanach preferr'd. 

Rare motives to be damn'd for holy Cauſe, 

A few red Letters, and ſome painted ſtraws I 

Fools! who thus truck with Hell'by Mohatr; 

And play their Souls againſt no ſtakes away. 
'Tis ſtrange with what an holy Impudence 

The Villain cavght, his innocence maintains : 

Denies with Oaths the FaR, untillit be 

Leſs ouile to own it than the perjury * | 

By th' Maſs, and bleſſed Sacraments he ſwears, © 

This Mary's Milk, and t'other Mary's Tears, 


And the whole muſter-roll in Calendars, F 
| D $3! 
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Not yet ſwallow the Falſhood ? if all this 


Wont gain a reſty Faith, he will on's knees 
Th Evargeliſts, and Lady's Pſalter kils. 


To vouch the Lye: nay, more, to make it good 


Mortgage his Soul upor't, his Heav'n, and God. 


Damn'd faithleſs Zereticks! hard to convince, 
Who truſt no Verdict but dull obvious Senſe. 


Unconſcionable Courts ! who Prieſts deny 


\ Their Benefit o'th' Clergy, Perjury. 
Ronom for the Martyr'd Saints! behold they come! 
With what a noble Scorn they meet their Doom? 


Not Knights 0th' Poſt, nor often Carted Whores 


Shew more of Impudence, or leſs Remorſe; 
O glorious, and heroick Conſtancy ! 
That can forſwear upon the Cart, and die 
With gaſping Seuls expiring in a Lye. 
None but tame Sheepiſh Cri-rinals repent, 
Who fear the idle Bugbear, Puniſhment : 
Your Gallant Sinner ſcorns that Cowardice, 
The poor regret of having done amiſs : 
Brave he, to his firſt Principles ſtill true, 


Can 
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Can face Damnation, Sin with Hell in view : 
And bid it take the Soul, he does bequeath, 
And blow it thither with hisdying breath: 
Dare fuch, as theſe, profeſs Religion's Name ? 


Wha, ſhould they own't, and be believd; would 


ſhame 


It's Praftice out o'th' World, would Atheiſts make 


Firm in their Creed, and vouch it at the Stake ? 
Is Heav'z for ſuch, whoſe Deeds make He/too good, 
Too mild a Pexance for their curſed Brood ? 


_ For whoſe ugheard-of Crimes, and damned Sake 


Fate mult below new ſortsof Torture make, 


Since, when of old it fram'd that place of Doom, 
T was thought no guilt, likethis,could thither conie 


Baſe recreant Souls! would you have Kings 
truſt you, 


' Who never yet kept your Allegiance true: 


To ariy but Hels Prince? who with more eaſe ) 
Can ſwallow down molt ſolemn Perjuries, 
Thati a Town. Bulie common Oaths, and Lies? 
Aicthe French Hirry's Fates ſo ſoon forgot? 
D 2 O-* 
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Ourlaſt bleſt Tydor ? or the Powder-Plot 2 
And thoſe fine Streamers, that adorn'd ſo long 
The Bridge, and Weſtminſter, and yet had hung, 
Were they not {toln, and now for Relicks oone? | 

Think Tories Loyal, or Scotch Covenanters: - 
Robb'd Tzeers gentle z courteous, faſting Bears: \ 
Atheiſts devout, and thrice-wrack'd Marizers : \ 
Take Goats for Chaſt, and cloiſter'd Marmoſites: 
| Forplain, and open two-edg'd Paraſites - 
Believe Bawds modeſt, and the ſhameleſs Stews, 
And binding Drunkard Oaths,and Strumpet's Vow; 3 
And whtn in time theſe Contradiction meet 3 
Then hope to find *em in a Loyolite : 
To whom, tho gaſping, ſhould [ credit give; 
F'd think 'twere Sin, and damn'd like unbelief. 

Oh forthe Swediſb Law enatted here! 
No Scare-crow frightens like a Prieſt-Gelder, 
Hunt them, as Beavers are, force them to buy 
Their Lives with Ranſom of their Lechery. 
Or let that wholſome Statute be reviv'd, 


V hich England heretofore from Wolves _ : 
| ax 
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Tax every Shize inſtead of them to bring 


Each Year a certain tale of Jeſuits in : 

And let their mangled Quarters hang the {1/e 

To ſcare all future Vermin from the Sol, 

Monſters avaunt ! may ſome kind whirlwind ſweep 

Our Land, and drown theſe Looſts in the deep : > 

Hence ye loath'd Objetts of our Scorn, and Hate 

With all the Curſes of an injur'd State: 

Go, foul Impoſtors, to ſome duller Soil, 

Some eaſier Nation with your Cheats beguile -} 

Where your groſs common Guleries may pals, 

To ſur, and top on bubled Conſciences : 

Where Ignorance, and th' Inquiſition Rules, 

Where the vile Herd of poor Implicit Fools 

Are damn'd contentedly, where they are led 

Blindfold to He/4, and thank, and pay their Guide. 
Go,where all your black Tr:be before are gone, 

Follow Chaſtel, Ravillac, Clement down,” 

Your Catesby, Faux, and Garzet, thouſands more, 


And thoſe, whq hence have'latcly rais'd the gog,e 


D 3 | Where 
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Where the Grard Traitor now, and all the Crew 


Of his Diſciples muſt receive their Due ;- - 
Where Flames, and Tortures of Eternal Date 
Muſt puniſh you, yet ne're can expiate : 
Learn duller Feinds your unknown Cruelties, 
Such asno Wit, but yours, could e're deviſe, 
No Guilt, but yours,deſerve; make Hell confely 
Þ ſelf out-done, its Devils damn'd for leſs. 
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Loyala's Will. 
= had the fam'd Impoſtor found Succeſs, 
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Long ſeen his damn'd Fraterniti's increaſe, 
In Wealth,and Power, Miſchief,and Guile improv'd, 
By Popes, and Pope-rid Kings upheld, and lov'd: 
Laden with Years, and Sins, and numirous Scars, 
Got ſome ith' Field , but moſt in other Wars, 
Now finding Life decay, and Fate draw near, 
Grown ripe for Hell, and Roman Calendar, 
He thinks it worth bis Holy Thoughts, and Care, 
Some hidden Rules, and Secrets to Impart, 
The Proofs of longs Experience, and deep Art, - 
Which to his Succeſſors may uſeful Le 
In conduit of their future Villany. 
Summor'd together, all th' Officious Band 
The Orders of their Bedrid-Chief attend ; 
Doubtful, what Legacy be will bequeath, 


And wait with greedy Ears his dying Breath : 
D4 __ An 
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With ſuch quick Duty Vaſſal Fiends below 
To meet commands of their Dread Monarch go, 

On Pillow raisd, be do's their entrance greet, 
And joys to ſee the wifh'd Aſſembly meet : 
They in glad Murmnurs tell their Joy aloud, 
Thes 4 deep ſilence flills th expedling Croud, 
Like Delphick Hag of old, by Fiend poſjeſt, 
He ſwells, wild Frenzy, heaves his panting Breſt, 
His briſiling Hairs ſtick up, his Eye-Balls glow, 
And from bis Month long ſtrakes of Drivel flow : 
Thrice with due Rew'rence he bimſelf doth croſs, 
Then thus his Hellifh Oracles diſcloſe. 

Ye firm Aſſociates of my great Deſign, 
Whom the ſame Vows, and Oaths,and Order joyn, 
. The faithful Band, whom I, and Rowe have choſe, 
The laſt Support of our declining Caule: 
W hoſe Conqu'ring Troops E with Succeſs have led 
'Gainſt all Oppoſers of our Church, and Head; 
Who E're to the mad German owe their Riſe, 
(7:n724's Rebels, or the hot-brain'd $iſs ; 


Revolted 
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Revolted Hereticks, who late have broke 
And durſt throw off the long-worn Sacred Yoke - 
You,by: whoſe happy Influence Rome can boaſt 
A greater Empire, than by Luther loſt: 
By whom wide Nature's far-ſtretch'd Limits now, 
And utmoſt Indies to its Crofter Bow ; 

Go on, ye mighty Champians of our Cauſe, 

Maintain our Party, and ſubdue our Foes : 
Kill Hereſie, that rank, and poisnous Weed, 
Which threatens now the Church to overſpread : 
Fire Calvin, and his Neſt of Upſtarts out, 
Who tread our Sacred Mitre under Foot ; 
Stray'd Germany reduce ; let it no more 
Th'Inceftuous Mok of Wittemberg adore: 
Make ſtubborn Enel. once more ſtoop its Crown, 
And Fealty to our Prieſtly Sovereign own: 
Regain our Church's Rights, the I/and clear 
From all remaining Dregs of Wickliff there. 
Plot, Enterprize, contrive, endeavour : ſpare 


No toll, nor Pains ; no Dgath, nor Nanger fear? 


Reltleſs 
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Reſtleſs your Aims purſue : let no defeat 


Your ſprightly Courage, and Attempts rebate, 
But urge to freſh, and bolder, ne're to end 
Till the whole World to our great Caliph bend ; 
Till he thro' every Nation every where 

Bear Sway, and Reign as abſolute, as here : 
Till Roze without controul, and Conteſt be 
The Univerſal Ghoſtly Monarchy. 


Oh! that kind Heaven a longer Thread would 
give, 


And let me to that happy JunRure live : 

But 'tis decreed !-—-at this be paus'd, and wept, 
The reſt alike time with his Sorrow kept : 

Then thus continued be-—- Since unjuſt Fate 
Envies my Race of Glory longer date 

Yet, as a wounded General, e're he dics, 

To his fad Troops, (ſighs out his laſt Advice, 
(Who, tho they muſt his fatal Abſence moan, 
By thoſe great Leſſons conquer, when he's gone) 
SoIto you my lalt Inſtructions give, 


And breath out Counſel with my parting Life : 
| Let 
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Let each to my important words give Ear, 


Worth your attention, and my dying Care. 
Firſt, and the chiefeſt thing by me enjoyn'd. 

TheSolemn'(t tie, that muſt your Order bind, 

Let each without demur, or ſcruple pay 

A ſtri& Obedience to the Roman Sway : 

To the unerring Chair all Homage Swear, 

Altho a Punk, a Witch, a Fiend (it there : 

Who e're is tothe Sacred Mitre rear, 


Believe all Vertues with the place conferr'd : 
Think him eſtabliſh'd there by Heav'n, tho he 
Has Altars rob'd for bribes the choice to buy, 
Or pawn'd his Soul to Hell for Simony : 

Tho he be Atheiſt, Heathen, Turk, or Jew, 
Blaſphemer, Sacrilegious, Perjur'd too : 

Tho Pander, Bawd, Pimp, Pathick, Buggerer, 
What &'re old Sodew's Neſt of Lechers were: 
Tho Tyrant, Traitor, Pois'oner, Parricide, 
Magician, Monſter, all, that's bad beſide: 


Fouler than Infamy ; the very Lees, 


The Sink, the Jakeg, the Common-ſhore of Vice: 
oh. Strait 


44 SATTYR TIL 


Strait count him Holy, Vertuous, Good, Devout, 
Chaſt, Gentle, Meek, a Saint, a God, who not ? 
Make Fate hang on his Lips, nor Heaven have 
Pow'r to Predeſtinate without his leave: 
None be admitted there, but who he pleaſe, 
Who buys from him the Patent for the Place. 
Hold thoſe amongſt the higheſt rank of Saints, 
Whom e're he to that Honour ſhall advance, 
Tho here the Refuſe of the Jail, and Stews, 
Which Hell it ſelf would ſcarce for lumber chuſle : 
But count 2ll Reprobate, and Damn'd,and worſe, 
Whom he,when Gout,or Tifhick Rage,ſhall curſe: 


Whom he ta Anger Excommunicates, 


For Friday Meals, and abrogating Sprats : 
Orin juſt Indignation ſpurns to Hell 
For jearing Holy Toe, and Pantofle. 


| What ere heſays, eſteem for Holy Writ, 
And text Apocryphal, if he think fit : 
Let arrant Legends, worſt of Tales, and Lies, | | 


Falſcr than Capgraves, and Poragines, | 


Than 
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Than Q»ixot, Rablais, Amadis de Gaul; 


Is fign'd with Sacred Lead, and Fiſher's Seal | 

Be thought Authentick and Canonical. | 

Again, it he Ordain'cin his Decrees, 

Let very Goſpel for meer Fable paſs : 

Let Right be wrong, Black White, andVertueVice, 

No Sun, no Moon, nor no Antipodes : 

Forſwear your Reaſon,Conſcience,8 your Creed, 

Your very Senſe, and Exch;d, if he bid. | 
Let it be held lefs heinous, leſs amiſs, 

To break all Gods Commands, than one of hig: 

When his great Miſſions call, without delay, 5 

Without Relufance readily Obey, 


Nor let your Inmoſt-Wilhes dare gainſay : 
Should he to Bantam, or Japan command, 
Or fartheſt Bounds of Soxtherr unknown Land, 
Farther than Avarice its Vaſſals drives, 

Thro' Rocks;and Dangers.loſs of Blood,and Lives; 
Like great Xavier's be your Obedience ſhown, 
Outſtrip his Courage, Glory, and Renown 


Whom 
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Whom neither yawning Gulphs of deep Deſpair, 
Nor ſcorching Heats of burning Line could ſcare : 


Whom Seas, nor Storms, nor Wracks could make 


refrain 
From propagating Holy Faith, and Gain. 
If he but nod Commiſſions out to kill, 

But becken Lives of Hereticks to {pill ; 
Let th' Inquiſtion rage, freſh Cruelties 

Make the dire Engines groan with tortur'd Cries: 
Let Campo Flori every day be {trow'd 

With the warm Aſhes of the Luth'ra Brood: . 
Repeat again Bohemian Slaughters ore, 

And Piedmont Vallies drown with floating Gore : 
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Swifterthan Murdering Angels, when they fly . 
On Errands of avenging Deſtiny. | 
Fiercer than Storms let looſe, with eaget haſte 


LayC ties, Countries, Realms,whole Nature waſte. 

: Sack, Raviſh, burn, deſtroy, ſlay, maſſacre, 

- Tillghe fame Grays+beir Lives, and Names ititert: 
Theſe are4he.Rightsto our greqt Myfty die; 

The ſworn Allegiance of your Sacred Vow : 


Wh 
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What elſe we in our Voetaries require, 

What other Gift, next follows to enquire. 

And firſt it will our great Advice befit. 

What Soldiers to your Liſts yon ought admit, | 

To Natives of the Church, and Faith, like you, 

The foremoſt rank of Choice is juftly due: 

'Mongſt whom the chiefeſt place aſfign to thoſe, 

Whoſe Zeal has moftly'Signaliz'd the Cauſe. 

Bntlet not Entrance be-to them deny'd, 

Who ever ſhall deſert the adverſe Side: 

Omit to Promiſes of Wealth, or Power, 

That may inveigled HMereticks allure: : Fe 

Thoſe, whomgreatlearning, parts, or wit re- 

Cajole with hopes of Honours, Scarlet Gowns, | 

Provincial.ſhips, and Palls, and Triple Crowns. \' 

This muſt a Reftor, that a Provoſt be, D 

Athird ſucced to the next Abbacy : 

Some Princes Tutors, others Confeſlors 

To Dukes, and Kings, and Queens, and Emperors: 

Theſe are ſtrong Arguments, which ſeldom fail, 


Which more than all your weak diſputes prevail. 
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Exclude ndt thoſe of leſs deſert, dectee * 
To all Revolters your Foundation free : 
Toall, whom Gaming, Drunkenneſs, or Luſt, 
To Need, and Popery ſhall have reduc'd : 


. To all, whom flighted Love, Ambition croſt, 


Hopes often bilk't, and Sought Preferment loſt, 
Whom Pride, or Diſcontent, Revenge, or Spite, 
Fear, Frenzy, or Deſpairſhall Proſelyte: 

Thoſe Pow'rful Motives, which the moſt bring in,, 


Moſt Converts to our Church; and Order win. 
Rejed not thoſe, whom Guilt, and Crimesat home 


| Have madeto,us for Sanfuary come: 


[Let Sinners,of each Hue, and Size, and Kind, 


\ 


Here quick admittance, and ſafe Refuge find : 


Be they from. Juſtice of: their Country fled, 


With Blood of Murders,Rapes,and Treaſons died: 


No Varlet, Rogue, or Miſcreant refuſe, 
From Gallies, Jails, . or Hell it ſelf broke looſe. 


. By this you ſhall in Strength, and Numbers grow 


And ſhoals each day to your /throng'd Cloiſters 
flow: 
| So 


® 
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$o Rome's and Mecc#'s fir{t great F ounders did, 
By ſuch wiſe Methods made their Churches ſpread: 


When ſhaven Crown, and hallow'd Girdle's 
Power 


Has dub'd him Saint, that Villain was before ; 
Enter'd, let it his firſt Endeavour Be 

To ſhake off all remains of Modelty, 

Dull ſneaking Modelty, net more unfit 

For needy tlatt'ring Poets, when they write, 
Or trading Punks, than for a Jeſuit : -_ 

It any Novice feel at firſt a bluſh, 


Let Wine, and frequent converſe with the Stews 


Reform the Fop, and ſhame it out of Ute, 
\Untcach the puling Folly by degrees, 

And train him to a well-bred Shameleſaeſs; 
Get that great Gift, and Talent, Impudence; 
Accompliſh t Mankind's higheſt Excellence: 
Tis that alone prefers, alone makes great, 
Confers alone Wealth, Titles, and Eſtate: 


* 
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Gains Place at Court, can make a Fool a Peer, 
An Aſs a Biſhop, can viFſt Blockheads rear 

To. wear Red Hats, and fit in Porph'ry Chair. 
;Tis Learning, Parts, and Skill, and Wit, and Senſe, 


Worth, Merit, Honour, Vertue, Innocence. 


bh 

4 
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Next for Religion, learn what's fit to take, 


How ſmall a Dram do's the juſt Compond make. 
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As much as is by the Crafty States-men worn 

For Faſhion only, or to ſerve a turn: 

To bigot Fools its 1dle Practice leave, | 
Think it enough the empty Form to have : 
The outward Show is ſeemly, cheap, and light, 
The Subſtance Cumberſome, of Coft,and Weight: 
The Rabble judge by what appears to th' Eye, 

None, or but few the Thoughts within Deſcry, 
Make't you an Engine to ambitious Pow'r 

-To ſtalk behind, and hit your Mark more ſure: 

A Cloak to cover well-hid Knawery, 

Like it, when us'd, to be with eaſe thrown by : 

A ſhifting Card, by which your Courſe to ſteer, 


And taught with every changing Wind to veer. 
Let 
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Let no Nice, Holy, Conſcientious Aſs 


Amongſt your better Company find place; 

Me, and your Foundation to diſgrace - 

Let Trath be baniſht, ragged Vertue fly, 

And poor unprofitable Honelty ; 

Weak Idols; who their wretched Slaves betray z 

To every Rook, and every Knave a Prey: 

Theſe lie remote, and wide from Intereſt, 

Farther than Heaven fromHell,orEaſt folle 

Far, as they cre were diſtant from the breaſt. 
Think not your ſelvesC Auſteritiescontin'd, 

Or thoſe (tri Rules, which other Orders bind , 

To Capncbins, Carthuſtans, Cordcliers 

Leave Penance, meager abſtinence, arid Prayers: 

In loufie Rags let Beeging Fryats lye, 

Content on Straw, or Boardsto mortifie: 

Let them with Sackcloith diſcipline their Skins, 

And ſcourgethem for theit madneſs,and their Sins? 


Let pining Archorets in Grotto's (tarve, 


' Who from the Liberties of Nature ſwerve: 
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Who make't their chief Religion not to ear, 


And place't in naſtineſs, and want of Meat : 


Live you in Luxury, and pamper'd Eaſe, 
As if whole Nature were your Catereſs. 
Soft be your Beds,as thoſe, whichMonarch's Whores | 
Lye on, or Gouts of Bed-rid Emperors: 


Your Wardrobes (tor'd with choice of Suits, more 
dear 


Than Cardinals on high Proceſſions wear : 


With Dainties load your Boards, whole every 
Di 


May tewpt cloy'd Gluttons, or Vitellins Wiſp. 
Each fit a longing een: let richeſt Wixes 


With Mirth your Heads inflame, with L»yſ# your 
Veing: 


Such as the Friends of dying Popes. would give 
For Cordials to prolong their gaſping Life. 
Ne're let the Nazarene, whoſe Badg, and Name 


You wear, upbraid you with a Conſcious Shame : 
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Leave him his (lighted Homrilies, and Rules, 


To (tuff the Squabbles of the wrangling Schools; 
Diſdain, that he, and the poor angling Tribe, 
Should Laws, and Government to you preſcribe : 
Let none of thoſe good Fools your Patterrs make; 
Inſtead of them, the mighty Judas take. 
Renown'd [ſcariot, fit alone to be 

Th' Example of our grear Society : 

Whoſe daring Guilt deſpis'd the common Road, 
And ſcorn'd to ſtoop at Sin beneath a Gad. 

And now 'tis time I ſhould Inſtru&ions give, 
What Wiles, and Cheats the Rabble beſt deceive : 
Each Age, and Sex, their diffrent Paſſions wear, 
To ſuit with which requires a prudent Care : 
Youth is Capriciows, Headſirong, Fickle, Vain, 
Given to Lawleſs Pleaſure, Age to gain : 

Old Wives, in Superſtition over-grown, 

With Chimny Tales, and Swwries belt are won: 
*T1sno mean 7 alert rightly to deſcry, 

What ſeveral Baits to each you ought apply. 
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The Credulous, and eafie of Beliet, 


With Miragles, and well-tram'd Lies deceive, 
Empty whole S»rizs,and the Talmud + drain | 
Saint Francis, and Saint Mahomet's Alcoran : 
Sooner {hall Popes, and Cardinals want Pride, 
Thanyoua Stock of Lies, and Legends need. 

| Tell how bleſi Virgin to come down was ſeen, 
Like Play- Houſe Punk deſcending in Machine : 
How ſhe writ Billets Donx, and Love- Diſcourſe, 
Made Aſſignations, Viſits, and Amonrs : | 
Row Hoſts diſtreſt, her Sock for Banzer bore, 


Which vanquiſt'd Foes, and murder'd at twelve 
(Score. 
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Relate how Fiſh 1n Conventicles met, 
And Mackyel were with Bait of Do@ize caught ; 
How Cat?tcl have Judicions Hearers been, 

And Stones pathetically cry'd Amer : 

How conſecrated Hives with Bells was hung, 
And Becs kept Maſs, and Holy Anthenes Sung : 
Flow Pigs to th' Rog'ry kneeF'd, and ſheep were 
Tc bleat Te De un, and Maguificat : (raught 


How 
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How Fl-Flapof Church-Cenſure Houſes rid 


Of Inſes, which at Curſe of Fryer dy'd: 

How travelling Saints, well mounted on a Switch, 
Ride Journeys thro' the Air, like Lapland Witch : 
And ferrying Cowls Religious Pilgrims bore 

O're waves with the help of Sail, or Oar. 

Nor let Xavier's great Wonders paſs conceal'd, 
How Storms were by th' Almighty Wafer quell'd; 
How zealoxs Crab the ſacred Image bore, 

And ſwam a Cath'lick to the diſtant Shore 

With Shams, like theſe, the giddy Roxt willead, 
Their Fol, and their Superſtition feed: 

'Twas found a good, and gainful Art of Old 
(And much it did our Church's Pow'r uphold ) 
To feign Hobgoblins, Elves, and walking Sprites, 
And Fairies dancing Salerger a Nights : 
Whit@Sheets for Gboſts,and W:l/ 4-wiſps have paſt 
For Souls in Pxrgatory unreleaſt. 

And Crabs inChurch-Yard crawl'd in Maſquerade, 
To cheatthe Pariſh, and have Maſs ſaid. 


a By 


56 SATTR Ill. 
By this our Anceſtors in happier Days, 


Did ſtore of Credit, and Advantage raiſe : 
But now the Trade is fall'n, decay'd, and dead, 
| F're lince Contagions Knowledg has o're-ſpread : 
| With Scorn the grinning Rabble now hear tell 
| Of Hecla, Patrick's hole, and Mengibel ; 

| | Believ'd no more, than Tales of Troy, unleſs 

In Coyntries drown'd in Tenorance, like this, 

| Henceforth be wary how {uch things you feign, 
Except it be beyond the Cape, or Lines 
Except at Mexico, Brazile, Pegy, 

At the Melucco's, Goa, or Pegy, 

Or any diſtant, and Remoter Place, 


Where they may currant, and unqueſtion'd pak ; 
Where never poching Hereticks reſort, 


To ſpring the Lye, and make” rt their Game, and 
Sport. 


But I forget ( what ſbauid be mertion'd moſ;) 
Confeſſion, gur chief Priviledg, and Bo.ſt : 
That Szaple ware, which ne're returns in vain, 
Ne're balks the Trader of expected Gain, 
Un | 'Tts 
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hs this, that ſpies through Court-intrigues, and | 
Admiſſion to the Cabinets of Kings: (orings 
By this we keep proud Monarchs at our Becks, 
And make our Foot-ſtools of theirThrones & Necks; 
Give 'em Commands, and if they Diſobey ; 

Betray them to th' Ambitious Heir a Prey : 
Hound the Officious Curs on Hereticks, 
The Vermin, which the Church infeſt, and vex ; 


And when our turn is ſerv'd, and Bufineſs done, 


Diſpatch 'em for reward, as uſcleſs grown : 


Nor are theſe half the Benefits, and Gains, 
Which by wiſe Manag'ry accrue from thence: 
By this w'unlock the Miſer's hoarded Cheſts, 


And Treaſure, though kept cloſe, as States-meng 
Breaſts : 


This does rich Widows to our Nets decoy, 
Let us their Jojntures, and themſelves enjoy : 
To uz the Merchant doey his Cuſtoms bring, 
And pays our Duty, tho he cheats his King ; 
To us Courr-Miniſters refund, made great 
By Robbery, and Bankrupt of the State - 
| Qurs 
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Ours the Soldier's Plunder, Padder's Prize, % 


Gabels on Letch'ry, and the Stew's Exciſe : 
By this our Colledges in Riches ſhine, 
| And vy with Becket's, and Loretto's Shrine. 
|  AndhereI mult not grudge a word or two 
(My younger Vot'ries) of Advice to you ; 
To you, whomBeautie's Charms,and gen'rous Fire 
Of boiling Youth to ſports of Love inſpire: 
Thisis your Harveſt, here ſecure, and cheap 
You may the Fruits of unbought Pleaſure reap : 
Riot in free, and uncontroll'd delight, 
Where no dull Marriage clogs the Appetite : 
Taſt every diſh of Luſt's variety, 
Which Popes, and Scarlet Lechers dearly buy, 
With Bribes, and Biſhopricks, and Simony. 
But this I ever to your care commend, 
Be wary how you openly offend : 
Leſt ſcoffing lewd Buftoons deſcry our Shame, 
And fix diſgrace on the great Order's tame. 
When the unguarded Maid alonerepairs 


To eaſe the burthgns of her Syns, and Cares 
2 Þ Wien 
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When youth in each, and privacy conſpire 
To kindle wiſhes, and befriend deſire ; 
If ſhe has praRtis'd in the Trade before ; 
(Fewelle of Proſelytes to us brought oce) 
Little of Force, or Artifice will need : 
To make you in the Victory ſucceed : 
But if ſome untaught Innocence ſhe be, 
Rude, and unknowing in the myſtery ; . 
She'il coſt more labour to be made comply. 
Make her by Pumping underſtand the ſport, 
And undermine with ſecret trains the Fort, 
Sometimes asif you'd blame her gaudy dreſs, 
Her Naked Pride, her Jewels, Point, and na 
Find opportunity her Breaſts to preſs : : 
Ott fee] her hand, and whiſper in her ear, 
You find the ſecret marks of lewdneſs there : 
Sometimes with naughty ſence-her bluſhes raiſe, 
And make 'em guilt, ſhe never knew, confeſs; © 
* Thus (may you ſay) with ſuch a leering ſmile, 
* dv Languiſhing a look your hearts beguile: 


/ ' 
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' © Thus is your hand,& thus your tongue employ'd. | 


| Tohelp Devotion, give her Arctine 


As Strumpets on the Carnaval let looſe, 
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* Thus with your foot, hand,eye,you tokens ſpeak, | 


* Theſe Signs deny, theſe Aſlignations make: | 
* Thus 'tis you clip, with ſuch a fierce embrace | | 
* You claſp your Lover to your Breaſt, and Face: 


© Thusare your hungry lips with Kiſles cloy'd, 
Ply her with talk with this : and, if (' encline, 


Inſtead o'th' Roſary : never deſpair, 
She, that to ſuch diſcourſe will lend an Ear. 
Thochaſter than cold cloyſter'd Nuns ſhe were, 


Will foon prove ſoft, and pliant to your uſe, 


Credit experience; I have tri'd 'em all, 
Aud never found th' unerting methods fall : 
Not Ovid, tho *twere his chief Maſtery, 
Had greater skill in theſe Intrigzes, than T: 


Nor Nero's learned Pimp, to whom we owe 
What choice Records of Luſt are extant now. 
This heretofoxe, when youth, and ſprightly Blood 


Ran in my Veins, Ttaſled, and enjoy'd ; | 
| Ah | 
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| Ah thoſe bleſt days, !—(bere the old Lecher ſmil'd, 


With ſweet remembrance of paſt pleaſures fll/d) 
But they are gone ! Wiſhes alone remain, | 
| And Dreams of Joy, ne're to be felt again : 
| Toabler Youth I now the Pradice leave, 
To whom this counſe], and advicel give. 
But the dear meation of my gayer days 
Has made me farther, than I would, digreſs: 


'Tis time we ſhould now in due Place expound, 
How guilt is after ſhrift to be atton'd : 
Enjoynno ſow'r Repentance, Tear, and Grief; 
Eyes weep no calh, and you no profit give: 


>. cn, burn ES GG As. et en. eee nn ns taCa 


as 


Sins, tho of the firſt rate, muſt puniſh'd be, 

Not by their own, but th' Actor's Quality + 

The Poor, whoſe Purſe cannot the Penance beat; 
Let whippirrg ſerve, bare feet; and ſhirts of hair ; 
The richer Fools to Compoſtela ſend, 

Tome Rome, Monferrat, or the Floly Land : 

Ect Pardons, and the Indulgence-Office drain 


FO llaadefes hideout - Seen. - , WEA 


Their Cotters, and enrich the Pope's with gain: 


Make 
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Make 'em build Churches, Monaſteries found 


And dear boughtMaſles for their crimes compound | 


Let Lawgand Goſpel, rigid precepts ſet, 
And make the paths to Bliſs rugged, and ſtrait : 
Teach you a ſmooth, an eaſier way to gain 
Heav'ns joys, yet {weet, and uſeful fin retain : 
With every frailty, every luſt comply, 
T*advance your Spiritual Realm, and Monarchy : 
Pull up'weak Vertue's fence, give ſcope and ſpace 
And Parliens to ont-lying Conſciences : 
Shew that the Needle's eye may ſtretch, and how 
The largeſt Camel-vices may go thro. 

Teach how the Prieſt Pluralities may buy, 
Yet fear no odious Sin of Stmony. 
While Thoughts, and Dxcats will direQed be : 
Eet Whores adorn his exemplary life, 
But no lewd heinous Wife a Scandal give.” 
Sooth up the Gandy Atheiſt, who maintains * 
No Law, but Senſe;'-and owns ro God, but Chances 
Bid Thieves rob on, the Boifterous Ruffian tell, 


He may for Hire, Revenge, or Honour kill : ay 
PIG 10 
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Bid Strwxpets perſevere, abſolve 'em too, 


! And take their dues #2 kizd for what you do: 


a OR. 


\ Exhort the painful, and induſtrious Bawd 


To Diligence, and Labour in her Trade : 

Nor think her wanocent Vocation ill, 

Whoſe incomes do's the facred Treaſure fill : 
Let Griping Uſurers Extortion uſe, 

No Rapine, Falſhood, Perjury refuſe, 

Stick at no Crime, which covetows Popes would ſcarce 
AF to enrich themſelves, and Baſftard- Heirs : 

A ſmall Bequeſt to th* Church can all atttone, 
Wipes off all ſcores,and Heav's, and als their owe. 
Be theſe your Do@rinr,thele the truths, you preach, 
But no forbidden Bible come in reach : 


Your Cheats, and Artifices to Impeach. 


Leſt thence Lay-Fools Pernitiows knowledge get, | 
Throw off Obedience, and your-Laws forget : 
Make 'em believ't a ſpell, more dreadful far, 
Than Bacon, Haly, or Albumazar. 

Happy the time, when th' uppretending Crowd. 


No more, than I, its Language underſtood ! 


When 
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When the worm-eaten Book; link'd to a chain; 


In duſt lay mouldring in the Paticas ; 
Difpis'd, negleRed, and forgot, to none, 
But poring Rabbjes, or the Sorbox known : 
Then in full pow'r our Soveraign Prelate ſway'd, 
By Kings, and all the Rabble World Obey'd : 
Here humble Monarch at his feet kneel'd down, 
Andibeg'd the Alms, and Charity of a Crown : 
There, when in Solemn State he pleas'd to ride; 
Poor Sceptet'd Slaves ran Henchboys by his fide: 
None, tho in thought, tiisgrandeurdurſtBlaſpheme; 
Nor in their very ſleep a Treaſon dream. 
But ſince the broaching that miſchievous Piece; 

Each Alderman a Father Lumbard is: 
And every Cit dares impudently know 

” More than a Council, Pope, and Conclave too: - 
Hence the late Damned Frier, and all the crew 
Of former Crawling SeCts their poiſon drew : 
Hence all the Troubles;Plagues, Rebellions breed; 


We've ft; or fee); or may hereafter dread : 


Whete- 


1 Tillhs at length, by th' Enemies ſeduc'd, 
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Wherefore enjoyn,  thattio Lay-coxcomb dare 
About him that unlawful Weapon wear; 

But charge hith chiefly not'to toach-at all 

The dang'rous Works'of that old Lolard, Paul ; 
That arrant Wickl;ffij#, from whom our Foes = 
Take all their Batt'ries to attack our Cauſe ; 
Would he in his firſt years had Martyr'd been, 
Never Damaſeus, nor the Vilion'ſeen; 

Then he our Party was, ſtout, vigorous, 


And fierce in chace of Hereticks, like us : 


Forſook us, and the hoſtile (ide eſpous'd. 
Had not the mighty J#l;ar miſt his aims, 
Theſe holy Shreds had all confuni'd in flames: 

But ſince th' Immortal Lumber (til endures, 
In fpight of all his induftry; and ours; 
Takecare at leaſt it may not come'abroad, 
To taint with catching Herefje the Crowd : 
Let them be ſtill kept low in ſence, they'l pay 


The more reſpe&;, more readily obey. 


F Pray 
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Pray that kind Heav'n would on their hearts di- 


A bounteous, and abundant Ignorance, ({pen(s 

That they may never ſwerve, nor turn awry 

From ſound, and Orthodox Stupidity. | 
- But theſe are obvious things, eaſie to know, 


Common to every Moxk, ar well as you : 
Greatcr Afairs, and more important wait 
To be diſcuſs'd, and call fer our debate: 
Matters,that depth require, and well befit 

Thi Addreſs, and Condutt of a Feſwit. (Throne, 
How Kingdoms are embroul'd, what ſhakes a 


How the firſt ſeeds of Dilcontent are ſown 
To ſpring up in Rebellion; how are ſet. 


The ſecret ſnares, that circumvent a State ; 

How bubled Monarchs are at firſt beguil'd, 

Trepann'd, and gull'd, at laſt depos'd, and kill'd.) 
 * When ſome proud Prince, a Rebel to our) 

For digbelicving Holy Church's Greed, (Head, 

And Peter-pence, ts Heretick decreed ; 


And 


: 


{ 
| 
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And by a ſolemn, and unqueſtion'd Pow'r 


To Death, and Hell, and You delivr'd o're: 


Chufe firſt ſome dext'rous Rogue, well tri'd, and 
known 


(Such by Cantfeſfion your Familiars grown) @ 
Let him by Art, and Nature fitted be 

For any great, and gallant Villany, 

PraQtisd in every Sin, each kind of Vice, 

Which deepeſt Caſuilts in their ſearches mils, 
Watchful as Jealouſie, wary as Fear,” 

Fiercer than Luſt, and bdlder than Deſpair, > 
But cloſe, as plotting Feinds in Council are. 

To him, in firmeſt Qaths of Silence bound, 

The worth, and merit of the Deed propound : 
Tell of whole Reams of Pardon, new come o're, 
Indies of Gold, and Bleſſings, endleſs ſtore ; 
Choice of Preferments, if he overcome, 

And if he fail, undoubted Maryrdom ; 

And Bills for Sums in Heav'n, to be drawn 

On Fatos there, and at firſt ſight paid down. 


F 4a With 


68 SATYR IV. 
With Arts, and Promiſes; like theſe, allure, 


And make him to yqur'great deſign ſecure, 


And here to know the ſundry ways to kill, 
Is worth the Genzzs of a Machiavel : 
Dull Northers Brains, in theſe deep Arts unbred, 
Know nought but to cut Throats, or knock o'rh? 
Noflight of Murder of the ſub:leſt ſha pe, (ea, 
Your bukie ſearch, and obſervation ſcape : 
Legerdemain of Killing, that dives in, 
And Juggling ſteals away a Life unſeen J 
How gawdy Fate may Bein Preſents ſent, 
And creep inſenſibly by Touch, or Scent: 
How Ribbands, Gloves, or Saddlte-Pom& may 
An unperceiv 'd, but certain Death canvey 3 
Above the reach of Antidotes, above the Pow's 


| _— Of the fam'd Pontick Mountebankto cure. 


What e're is known'to quaint 1talian ſpita 
In ſtudied Poigfning &kill'd, and exquiſite: 
What cre preat Boygia, or his Sire could boaſt, 


Which the Expence of half the Condlaye coſt. 


4ihuz 
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Thus may the buſineſs be in ſecret done, 
Nor Authors, nor the Acceſſaries known, 
And the larr'd guilt with'caſe on othersthrown. 
But if ill Fortune ſhould your Plot betray, 
And leave you tothe rage of Foes a prey 3 
Let none his'Crime by weak confeſſion own, 
Nor ſhame the Church, while he'd himſelf attone. 
Let varniſh'd Guile, and feign'd Hypocriſies, 
Pretended Holineſs, and uſeful Lies, 
Your well-difſembled Villany diſguiſe. 
A thonfandwily Turns,and Doubles try, 
To foil the Scent, and to divert the Cry : 
Cog, ſham, out:face, deny, equivocate, 
Intoa thouſand ſhapes your ſelves tranſlate : 
Remember what the crafty Spartan taught, 


Chileren with Rattles, Men with Oaths are 
(caught : 


Forſwear upon the Rack, and if you fa}, 

Let this great-comfort make amends for all, 

Thofe, whom they damn for Rogues,next Age ſhall 
(leg 


Made Advocates 1'th Church's Litany. \ 


F 2 WHhe 
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Who ever with bold Tongue, or Pen ſhall dare 


Againſt your Arts, and Praftices declare 
What Fool ſhall e're preſumptuouſly oppoſe, 
Your Holy Cheats, and godly Frauds diſcloſe; 
Pronounce him Heretick, Firebrand of Hell, 
Turk , Jew, Fiend, Miſcreant, Pagan, Infidel; 
A thouſand blacker Names, worſe Calumnies, 
All, Wit can think, and pregnant Spite deviſe: 
Strike home,gaſh deep,no Lies, nor Slanders ſparey 
A Wound, thocur'd, yetleaves behind a'Scar. 
Thoſe;zwhom your Wit,and Reaſon can't decry, 
Make ſcandalous with Loads of Infatny : 
Make Luther Monſter, by a Fiend begot, (Foot: 
Brought forth with Wings, and Tail, and Cloven 
Make Whoredom,Inceſt,worſt of vice, and ſhame, 
Pollute, and foul his Manners, Life, and Name, 
Tell how ſtrange Storms uſher'd his fatal end, 
And Hell's black Troops did for his Soul contend. 
Much morelT had to ſay 5 but now grown faint, 
And ſtrength, and Spirits for the Subje&t want : 


PE 
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Be theſe great Myſteries, I hete unfold, 
Amongſt your Order's Inſtitutes entoll'd : 
Preſerve them ſacred, cloſe and unreveal'd g 
As ancient. Rome her Sybil's Books conceal'd. 
Let no bold Heretick with ſawcy eye 
Into the hidden unſeen Archives pry 3 
Leſt the malicious flouting Raſcals turn 
Our Church to Laughter, Raillery, and Scorn. 
Let never Rack, or Torture, Pain, or Fear, 
From your firm Breiſtsth' important Secrets tear: 
If any treach'rous Brother of your own 
Shall to th' World divalge,& make them known, þ 
Let him by worſt of Deaths bis Guile attone. 
Should but hisThoughts,orDteamsſuſpeced be, 
Let him for ſafety, and prevention die, 
And learn ith' Grave the Att of Secrelie; 

But one thing more, and then with joy I go, 
Not ai longer ſtay of Fate below : 


_ - S ATT Re IL 

Give me again once more your plighted Faith, 
And let each ſealit with his dying breath : 

As the great Carthaginian heretofore 

The bloody reeking Altar touch'd, and ſwore 
Eternal Enmity to th' Roman Pow'r : 

Swear you (and let the Fates confirm the ſame) 
An cndleſs Hatred to the Luth'ray Name : 

Vow never to admit, or League, or Peace, 

Or Truce, or Commerſe with the curſed Race: 
Now, through all Age,when Time, or Place foe're 
Shall give you pow'r, wagean immortal War : 
Like Thebaz Feuds, It yours your ſelves ſurvive, 
And in your very Duſt, and Aſhes live. 


Like mine, be your laſt Gaſp their Curſe. At 
this 


They kneel, and all the Sacred Polumn kiſs 3 
Voring to ſend each year an Hecatomb 

Of Huguenots, an Of ring to bis Tomb. 

In vain he would continue 5- —- Abrupt Death 


A Period puts, and ſiops his impiows Dreath : 
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In broken Accents he is ſcarce allow'd 
To faulter out his Bleſſing on the Crowd, 
Amen is eccho'd by Infernal Howl, 
And ſcrambling Spirits ſeize his parting Soul. 
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SATYR IV. 
$. Ignatius his Image brought in, diſ- 
covering the Ropueries of the Jeſu- 


its, and ridiculous Superſtition of the 
Church of Rome. 


 Nce I was common Wood, a ſhapeleſs Log, 
Thrown out a Piſſing-poſt for ev'ryDog: 


The Workman yetin doubt, what courſe to take; 
Whether I'd beſt a Saint, er Hog-trough rtiake; 
Afﬀeer debate reſolv'd me for a Saint; 

And thus fam'd EogolaI repreſent : - 

And well I may reſemble him, for he 

As ſtupid was, as much a Block as 1. 

My right Lep maim'd, at hatt 1 ſeen to ſtand; 

To tell the Wounds at Pampelyne ſuſtein'd: 


My 
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My Sword, and Soldiers Armour here had been, 

But they may in Monſtrrats Church be ſeen : 

Thoſe there to bleſſed Virgin I laid down 

For Caſſock, Surlingle, and ſhaven Crown, 

The ſpiritual Garb, in which I now am ſhown. 
With due Accoutrements, and fit diſguiſe 

I might for Centinel of Corn ſuffice: 

As once the well-hung God of old ſtood guard, 

And the invading Crows from Forrage ſcar'd. 

Now on my head the Birds their Relicks leave, 

And Spiders in my mouth their Arras weave : 

And perſecuted Rats oft find ih me 

A Refuge, and religious Sanduary. 

But you profaner Hereticks, who e're 


The Inquiſition, and its vengeance fear, 


I charge, ſtand off, at peril come hot near: 
None at twelve ſcore untruſs,break wind,or piſs; 
He enters Fox his Liſts, that dare tranſgreſs: 
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For I'm by Holy Church in Rev'rence had, 


And all good Cattylick Folk implore my aid. 

| Theſe Pictures, which you ſee, my Story give, 
The Acts,” and Monuments of me alive : 

That Frame,wherein with Pilgrims weeds I ſtand, 
Contains my Travels to the Holy Land. 

This me, and my Decemvirate at Rowe, 

When'I for Grant of my great Order come. 
There with Devotion rapt, Thang in Air, 

With ” mh (like Mab'met's ) whiſp'ring in my 


Here Virgin in Galcſh of Clouds deſcends, 
To be my ſafeguard from affaulting Fiends, 

| Thoſe Tables by, and Crutches of the lame, 
My great Atchievements fince my death proclaim : 
Pox, Ague, Droplie, Pallie, Stone, and Gout, 
Legions, of Maladies by me caſt out, 
More than the College know, or ever fill 
Quacks Wiping-paper, and the Weekly Bill. 
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What Peter's ſhadow did of old, the ſame 


Is fancied doneby my all-powertul Name 3 


For which ſome wear't about their Necks, and 
Arms, 


To guard from Dangers, Sickneiles, and Harms; . 
And ſome on Wombs the barren'to relieve, 

A Miracle, I better did alive, 

-"OftT by crafty Jeſuit am taught - 

Wonders to do, and many a Juggling Feat. 
Sometimes with Chafing-diſh behind me pur, 

I fin eat like Clapt Debauch in Hot- Houſe ſhut, 
And diiplike any Spitch-cock'd Hugnenct - 
Sometimes by ſecret Springs I learn to ſtir, 

As Palte-board Saints dance by miraclous Wire : 
Then Tradeſcant's Rarities out-do, 
SandsWaterworks,and German Clock work too, | 
Or apy choice Device at Barthol mew. 
Sometimes I utter Oracles, by Prieſt 


Inſtead of a Familiar poſleſt, 
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The Church I vindicate, Lather confute, 


And cauſe amazement in the gaping Rout. 


Such holy Cheats, ſuch Hocws Tricks, as 
thele, 


For Miracles amang(t the Rabble paſs. 
By this in their efteem I daily grow, 
In Wealth inrich'd, increagd in Vot'ries too. 


This draws each year vaſt Numbers to my 
Tomb, 


More than in Pigrimage to Meccs come. 


This brings each week new Preſents to my Shrine, 
And makes it thoſe of India Gods out-ſhine, 

This gives a Chalice, that a Golden Croſs, 
Another maſhe Candleſticks beſtows, 

Some Alter-cloaths of coſtly work, and price 
Pluſh, Tiſſue, Ermin, Silks of nobleſt Dies, 

The Birth, and Paſſion in Embroideries : | 

Some Jewels, rich as thoſe, th' FEeyptian Punk 
In Jellies to her Roman Stallion drunk, 
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Some offer gorgeous Robes, which ſerve to wear 


When I on Holy days in ſtate appear ; 

When I'm jn pompon high Proceſſions ſhown, 
Like Pageants of Lord May'r, or Skimmington. 
Lucullys could not ſuch a Wardrabe boaſt, 

Leſs thoſe of Popes at their Election coſt; 

Leſs thoſe, which Sicilys Tyrant heretofore 


From Plunder'd Gods, and Fove's own Shoulders 
tore. 


{ Hither, asto Tome Fair, the Rabble came, 
Tobarter for the Merchandize of Raxae 3 
Where Prieſts, Iike Mountebanks,onStage appear, 
T*expoſe the Frip'ry of their hallow'd Ware: 
Fhis is the Lab'ratory of their Trade, 
The Shap, where all their ſtaple Drugs are made; 
Preſcriptions, and Receipts to bring in Gain, | 
All from the Church Diſpenſatories ta'en, 

The Pope's Elixir, Holy Waters here, 
Which they with Chymick Art diftill'd prepare: 


Choice 
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Choiceabove Goddard's Drops, and all the Traſh 


Of Modern Quacks; this is that Soveraign Waſh 

For fetehing Spots, and Morphew from the Face, 

And ſcowring dirty Cloaths, and Conſciences. 

One drop of this, if us'd, had pow'r to fray 

The Legion from the Hogs of Gadara : 

This would have ſilenc'd quitethe Wiltſhire Drum, 

And made the prating Fiend of Maſcox dumb, 
That Veſſel conſecrated Oyl contains, 

Kept Sacred, as the fam'd Ampoulle of France ; 

Which ſome profaner Hereticks would uſe 


For liquoring Wheels of Jacks, of Boots, and 
Shooes ; 


This make the Chriſm, which) mix ed with —_ of 
Prieſts, 


Anoint young Cath'licks for the Church) $ 'lits: ; 
And when they're croſt, confeſt, and die ; ; wy, this 
Their lanching Souls {lide off t to endleſs Bliſs : 

As Lapland Saints, when they on Broomſticks fly, 
By help of Magick Unions mount the Sky. 
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Yon Altar-Pix of Gold is'the'AHode; 

And fafe Repoſitory of their God, 

A Croſs is fix'd upon'tthe Feinds'to fright, ! 

And Flies which-would the Deity beſhite ; 

And Mice, which oft might nnprepar'd receive; 

And to lewd Scoffers cauſe of Scandal give. 
Here are perform'd the Conjurings and Spells 


For Chriſtniog Saints, and ——— and Carriers 
Bells; 


For hall'wing Shreds, and Grains, and | Salt and 
Bawms, 


Shrines, Croſſes,Medals,Shells, ahd Wixen Latnbs: 
Of wondrous Virtae all (you muſt believe) b 
And fromall ſorts of fl1 preſervative ; 

From Plague, InfeRion, Thunder, Storm, and Hatl,, 
Love, Grief,Want, Debt,Sin, and the Devil.and all, 
Here: Beads are bleſt, and Pater roſters fram'd; "+ 
(By ſome the Tallies'of Devotionnam'd) - [2/1 {© 
Which of their Pray'rs, and Oraiſons keep tatey:.* 
Leſt they, and Heav'n ſhould in the reclining faik. 


os. - " Here 
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Here Sacred Lights, the Altars graceful Pride, 
 Areby Prieſts breath perfum'd and San&ified ; 
Madeſome of Wax, of Herticks Tallow ſome, ' 
A Gift, - which 1riſþ Emma ſent to Rome:  *. 
Far which great Merit worthily ( we're told ) 


She's now atnong{t her Country-Saints mroll'd. 
Here holy Banners are refetv'd in ſtore, 
And:Flags, fuch as the fam'd Armado bore : 
And hallow'dSwords, and Daggers kept f for uſe; 
When reſly Kings the Papal Yoke refuſe: | 
And conſecrated: Rats-bane, to be laid "7 >5niw 
For Her 'tic& Vermin, which the Church invads, 


Bur that which, brings in, moſt of Wealth,: and 
Gain, 


Does belt the Prieſts ſwoln Tripes, EY Parſe 
#l-fraingf: 5 


Herethey eachWeek their conflumt AuQions hold 
Of Reliques, which by Candles Tach are fold : 
Saints by the dozen here are ſet toſale, _ 
Like Mortatswronghtin Gingerbread on Stall,” 


Hither 
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Hither are loads from.emptied Channels-brought, 
And Voiders of the Worms trom Sextors Bought; 


Which. ferve for Retail:througlt the World to _— 


vent, 
Such as of late were to the Savoy lent: 
Hair from the Skulls of dying Strumpets horn, 
And Fclons Bones from ritled Gibbets torn 5 


Like thoſe, which ſome old Hag at migduight 
ſteals, | 


For Witchcrafts, Amulets, ard Charms, and Spells, 
Are paſt for Sacred tothe Cheap'ning Rout; 
And worn on Fingers, Breaſts, and Ears about. 
This boaſts a Scrap of me, and that a Bit 

Of good St. George, St. Patrick, or St.'Kit. 
Theſe Locks S. Bridget'swere,and thoſe S.Clare's ; 
Some for S. Catharine's go, and ſome for her”s 


That wip'd her Saviour's feet, waſh'd with her\ 


tears. 
Here you may ſce myiwounded Leg, Zh here 
Thoſe, which to Chizaibore the great Aazyer. 


-G a Here 
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Here may you the grand Traitor's Halter ſee, 


Some c4ll't the Arms of the Society : * 

Here 1s his Lanthorn too, but Farx his, not, 
That was embezFd by the Hugerot. 

Here Garzet's Stra ws,and Becket's Bones, and Hair, 
For murd'ting whom, ſome Tailsare ſaid to wear; 
As learned Capgrave does record their'fate, 

And faithful Britif Hiſtories relate. 

Thoſe are S. Laurence Coals expos'd to view, 
Strangely preſery'd, and kept alive till now. 
That's the fam'd Wildefortis wondrous Beard, 
For which her Maidenhead the Tyrant ſpar'd. 
Yon 1s the Baptiſt's Coat, and one of's Heads, 
Therelt are ſhewn in many a place beſides; 

And of his Teeth as many Sets there are, 

As on their Belts fix Operators wear. 

Here Bleſſed Mary's Milk, not yet eurn'd (our, 
Renqwn'd (like Aſses ) for its healing pow'r, 


Ten Foland Kine ſcarce ina year give more. 


pon the Jeſuits. 8 
Here is her Manteay, and a Smock of hers, 
Fellow to that, which once reliev'd Poidiers : 
Beſides her Husbands Utenſils of Trade, 
Wherewith ſome prove, that Images were made, 
Here is the Soldiers Spear, and Paſhon-Nails, 
Whoſe quantity would ſerve for building Pal: : 
Chips, ſome from Holy Croſs, from Tyburn ſome, 
Honour'd by many a Feſuit's Martyrdom: 

All held of ſpecial, and Mirac'lous Pow'r, 

Not Z7abor more approv d for Agu's cure : 


Here Shooes, which, once perhaps at Newgate 
hung, 


Angled their Charity, that paſs'd along, 

Now for S. Peter's go, and th' Oltice bear 

For Prieſts, they did for leſſer Villains there. 
Theſe are the Fathers Implements,and Tools, 

Their gawdy Trangums for inveigling Fools : 


Theſe ſerve for Baits the ſ1mple to enſnare, 
Like Children ſpirited with Toys at Fair. 
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Nor are they half the Artifices yet, 


By which the Vulgar they delude, and cheat: 
Which ſhould I undertake, much eaficr I, 
Much ſooner might compute what Sins there be 
Wip'd oft, and pardon'd at a Jubilee. 

What Bribes enrich the Datary each year, 

" Or Vices treated on by Eſcobar : 

How many Whores 1n Rome profeſs the Trade, 
Or oreaternumbers by Confeſlion made. 
 Oneundertakes by Scale of Miles to tell 

The Bounds, Dimenſions, and Extent of Hell ; 
How far, and wide th' Infernal] Monarch Reipns, 


. How many German Leagues his Realm con- 
tains : 


Who are his Miniſters, pretends to Know, 
And all their ſeveral Offices below : 

How many Chaudrons he each year expends 
In Coals for roaſting Huonenots, and Feinds : 


ypon the- Jeſuits. 87 
And with as much exaQnels [tates the caſe, xt. 
As if h'ad been Surveyor of the place. 

Another frights the Rout with rutul Stories, s 
Of Wild Chimera's, Limbs's, Pureatories, 
And bloated Souls in ſmoaky durance hung, 
Like a Weſtphalia Gammon, or Neats Tongue, / 
To be redeem'd with Maſſes, and a Song. 


A good round Sum muſt the Deliv'rance buy, 


For none may there ſwear out on poverty. - 
Yourrich, and bounteous Shades are only eas'd, 


No Fleet, or Kings-Bench Ghoſts are thence re- 
leas'd. 


A third, the wicked, and debauch'd to pleaſe, 
Cries up the vertue of Indulgences, 
And all the rates of Vices does aſleſs ; 
What price they in the holy Chamber bear, 
And Cuſtoms for each Sin unported there : 
How youat beſt advantages may buy 
Patents far Sacrilege, and Simony. 


G 4 
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What Tax is in the Leaclry- -Otffice laid 


On Pandets, Bawds, and Whores, that ply the 
Trade: 


What coſts.a' Rape, or Inceſt, and how cheap 
You may an Harlot, or an Ingle keep ; 
How eaſte Murder may afforded be 
For one, two, three, or a whole Family ; 
' But not of Her'ticks ; there no Pardon lacks, 
"Tis one o'th* Church's meritorious Acts, 

For venial Trifles, leſs and {lighter Faults, 
© They ne'redeſerve the trouble of your thoughts. 
Ten Ave Maries mumbled to the Cros 
Clear ſcores of twice ten thouſand ſuch as thoſe : 
Some are at ſound of chrilten'd Bell forgiven, 
And ſome by {quirtof Holy Water driven : 
Others by Anthems plaid are charm'd away, 
As Men cure Bites of the Tarentula. 


\. But nothing With'the Crowd does more &n- 
hance 


The value of theſe holy Charlatans, 


Than 
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Than when the Wonders ofthe MaGs they veiw, 


Where ſpiritual Jugglers their chief Maſt'ry ſhew: 
Hey Fingo, Sirs| What'sthis? "tis Bread you ſee; 
Preſto be gone ! "tis now a Deity. 


Two grains of Dough, with Croſs, and _ of 
Prieſt, 


| And five ſmall words pronounc'd, make up their 
Chriſt. 


To this they all fall down, this all adore, 

And ſtrait devour, what they ador'd before ; 

Down goes the tiny Saviour at a bit, 

To be digeſted, and at length beſhit : 

From Altar to Cloſe-Stool, or Jakes preferr'd, 

Firſt Wafer, then a God, and then a— 
Tis this, that does the aſtoniſh'd Rout amuſe, 


And Reverence to ſhaven Crown infuſe : 
To ſee a lilly, ſinful, mortal Wight. 
His Maker make, create the lonfnite. 
None boggles at th' impoſlibility x 


Alas, *tis wondrous Heavenly Myſtery ! 
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None daresthe mighty God-maker blaſpheme, 

Nor his mofi'open Crimes, and Vices blame: 

Saw he thoſe hands that-held his God' before, 

Strait grope himfelf, and by and by a Whore: 

Should they his aged Father kill, or worſe, 

His Siſters, Daughters, Wife, himſelf too force, 
And here I might (if I but durſt ) reveal 

What pranks are plaid in the Confeſſional: | 

How haunted Virgins have been difpoſleſt, 

And Devils were caſt out, to let in Prieſt: 

Whart Fathers a& with Novices alone, 

And what to Punks in ſkrievings Seats js done 3 

Who thither flock to Ghoſtly Confeſlor, 

To clear old debts; and tick with Heav'n for more. 

Or have [ſeen theſe hallow'd Altars (tain'd 


With Rapes, thoſe Pews with Buggeries profan'd : 


Of note, and longexperience in the Trade, 


Not great Celjer, nor any greater Bawd, 


Has more;and fouler Scenes of Luſt ſuvey'd. 


—_—_ 


But I theſe dang” rous Truths foativns to tell, 


For fear I ſhould the Inquiſition feel. 
Should I tell all their countlels Knaveries, ' 
Theit Cheats, and Shams, and Forgeties, and Lies. 


Their Cringings, Croſhings, Cenlings, Sprinklingy, 
Chriſms, | 


Their Conjurings, and Spells, and Exorciſms ; 
Their Motly Habits, Maniples, and Stoles, ; 


Albs, Ammits, Rochets, Chimers, Hoods, and 
Cowls. | 


Should I tell all their ſeveral Services, 

Their Trentals, Maſſes, Dirges, Roſaries; 

Their ſolemn Pomps, their Pageants, and Parades, 

Their holy Masks, and ſpiritual, Cavalcades, 

With thouſand Antick Tricks,and Gambols more; 

'Twould ſwell the ſum to ſuch a mighty ſcore, 

That I at length ſhould more volum'nous grow, 

Than Crabb, or Surizs, lying Fox, or Stow. 
Believe what e'reT have related here, 


As true, as if 'twere ſpoke from Porph'ry Chair, 


If 
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If I have feign'd in ought, or broach'd a Lie, 

Let worſt of Fates attend me, let me be 

Piſt on by Porter, Groom, and Oyſter-whore, 

Or find my Grave in Jakes, and Common-ſhore : 


Or make next Bonfire for the Powder-Plet, 


The ſport of every ſneering Higuenot. 
There like a Martyrd Pope in Flames expire, 
And no kind Catholick dare quench the Fire. 
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Aude aliquid brevibus Gyaris, '& carcere dignum, 
$3 vis eſſe aliquis. Juven. Sat. 


ODE 


 mm— — 


I. 


OW Curſes on you all! ye vertuousy 
Fools, 


Who think to fetter free-born ſouls, | 

And tic'em to. dull Morality, and rules. 
The Sagarite bedamn'd, aud all the Crew 
Of learned Ideots, who his ſteps purſue; 


And thoſe more filly Ptoſelytes, whom his fond 
precepts drew. 


Oh! - had his Erhicks been with their wild Aw 
thor drown'd, 


Ora like Fate with thoſe loſt Writings found, 


:/Which 
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Which that grand Plagiary doom'd to fire, 


And made by unjuſt Flames expire : 
They ne're had then ſeduc'd Mortality, 


Ne're laſted to debauch the World with their 
lewd Pedantry: 


' But damn'd,-and more (if Hell can do +) be that 
thricegugſed ache, , f 


Who's ere the Rudiments of Ya deGgn 'd; 
Whoe're didthe firft Model of Religion frame, 
And by that double Vaſialage enthrall'd Mankind, 


By nought before, but their own Pow: X,0r Will 
- confin'd: 


. Now quite, abridg'd of all their Pinkie 
Liberty, , 


And ſlaves to edch capricious Monarch sTy ranny. 


More happy Brates !- who the great Rule of Senſe 
Obſerve, 1 2! 


And aeirefrom their firft Charter fwerve. 


Happy * ! whoſe lives are meerly to enjoy, 


Ard feel no ſtings of Sin; which may their bliſs 
annoy. 


Staff unk6dticern'd at Epithets of ill, or good, 


DiſtinQtions, unadult'rate Nature never under- 
(1917 {{tood;. 2, Hence 
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" 


Hence hated VirtueFrom our gqodly lite, 
No more our joys beguile ; ; 3" 


No more with thy loatt'd prefence plague our 
happy ſtate, 


Thou enemy toall, mw $ "_ Bays or brave 
or great. | ic! 


Be gone with all dackww meagre: Train, 

To ſoinc unfruitful, unfrequented”Land, 
And there an Empire gain, 

And there extend thy rigorous command : 
There where illib'ral'Nature's mggardiſe 

Has ſet a Tax on Vice. 

Where the lean barren Region does enhance 
The worth of dear Intemperance, | 

And for each pleaſurable ſin exaRsexcile. 

We (thanks to Fate) more cheaply can offend, 
And want no tempting Luxuries, | 

No good 6 convenient ſinning opportunities; DT 


Which Nature's bounty could beſtow,or Heaven's 
kindneſs lend. 


ER Go 
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Go follow that nice Goddeſs to the Skies, 
Who heretofore diſguſted at increaſing Vice, 


Diſlik'd the World, and thought it too pro- 
fane, 


And timely hence retir'd, and kindly n ne're re- 
turn'd again, 


Hence to thoſe Airy Manſions rove, 
Converſe with Saints, and holy folks above; 
Thoſe'may thy preſence woo, 


do: 
| Where haughty ſcornfal I, 


- And my: great Friends will nere vouchſafe thee + 
company.” PH | 


Whoſe lazy' eaſe affords :them nothing elſe to 


Thou'rt now an Hard, unpraicable good, 
Too difficult for fleſh and blood : 
Were I all ſoul, like them, RI TEUEY to 


a thee, --: > ii - obs 
Vertue! thou ſolemn grave impertinence, 
| abhorr'd by all the Mc Men of Wit, and Senſe: 


Thou 
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Thoudamn'd Fatigue!that clogſ(t life's journey ere, 


Though thou no weight of. wealth or - profit 
bear 3 | 


Thou pulling fond Green. ſickneſs of the mind ! 
That mak'(t us prove to our own ſelves unkind, 
Whereby we Coals, and Dirt for diet chulſe, 
And, Pleaſur's better food refuſe. 
Curlſt Jilt! that lead'ſt deluded Mortals on, 


Till they too late perceive themſelves un- 
done, 


Chous'd by a Dowry in reverſion. 
The greateſt Votary, thou e 'e could boaſt, 
(Pity fo brave a Soul was on thy ſervice loſt; 
What Wonders he in wickedneſs had done, 


Whom thy weak pow'r could fo inſpire a- 
lone? ) | 


Tho long with fond amours he courted thee, 
Yet dying, did recant his vain Idolatry : 
At length, though late, he did repent w::: 


ſhame, 


Forc'd to confeſs thee nothing, but an cm: 
name. 
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So was that Lecher gull 'd, whoſe-haughty love 


 Defign'd aRape on the Queen Regent of the 
Gods above: 


When he a Goddeſs thought he had in chace y 
He found a gaudy vapour in the place, 


And with thin Air beguil'd his ſtarv'd\'\ 
embrace. 


Idly he ſpent his vigour, ſpent his blood, 


And tyr'd himſelf t' oblige an unperforming 
Cloud. 


4+ 


If Humane kind to thee e're Worſhip paid ; 


They were by ignorance miſled, 
That only them devour, and thee a Goddeſs made. 


Known haply in the Worlds rude untaught in- 
fancy, 


Before it had out-grown its childiſh innooence, 
Before it had arriv'd at ſenſe, 


Or reach'd the Man- hood, and Sfniakin of De- 
bauchery 3 


Known in thoſe antient goodly duller times, 


W hen crafty Pagans had engroſs'd all crimes: 
| When 
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When Chriſtian Fools were obſtinately good, 


Nor yet their Goſ pel-freedom underſtood. 
Tame eafic Fops |! who could fo prodigally bleed, 
Tobe thought Saints, and dye a Calendar with 
with red: 
,No prudent Heathen c're ſcduc'd could be, 
To ſuffer Martyrdom for thee : 


Only that arrant Aſs whom the falſe Oracle call'd 
Wiſe 


(No wonder if the Devil utter'd lies ) 


That ſniveling Puritan, who ſpite of all the 
mode 


Would be unfaſhjonably good, 
And exercis'd his whining gifts to rail at Vice: 
Him all the Wits of Athens damn'd, 
And jultly with Lampoons defam'd : 


But when the mad Fanatick, could not Gilenc'd 
be 


'From broaching dang'rous Divinity 3 
The wiſe Republick made him for prevention die, 


And ſent him to the Gods, and better com- 
pany. 
- Ws 5. Let 
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5. 
Let fumbling Age be grave, and wile, 
And Vertue's poor contemn'd [dea prize, 


Who never knew, or now are paſt the ſweets of 
Vice; 


While we whoſe aQive pulſes beat 
With luſty youth, and vigorous heat, 
Can all their Beards, and Morals too deſpiſe, 


While my plump veins are filFd with luſt aod 
blood ; 


Let not-one thought of her intrude, 
Or dare appoach my breſt, 
Butknow 'tis all poſſeſt 
By a more welcome gueſt : 
And know, I have not yet the leiſure to be good. 
| If ever unkind deſtiny 
Shall force long life on me ; 
It e're I muſt the curſe of dotage bear ; 


" Perhaps Til dedicate thoſe dregs of Time 
_—_ 


And come with Crutches her moſt humble 


V otary. 
ln When 
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When ſprightly Vice retreats from hence, 
And quits the ruins of decayed ſenſe; 


She'l ſerve to uſher 1n a fair pretence, 


And varniſh with her name a well-diiſembled im- 
potence, 


When Pealick, Rheums, Catarrhs, and Pal- 
ſhes ſeize, 


And all the Bill of Maladies, 


Which Heaven to puniſh ovyer-living-: Mortals 
ſends ; 


Then let her enter with the numerous infirmi- 
ties, 


Her ſelf the greateſt plague, which wrinkles, and 
grey hairs attends. 


6. JO 


Tell me, ye Venerable Sots, who court her moſt, 
What ſmall advantage can ſhe boaſt, 


Which her great Rival hath not in a greater (tore 
Ingrolt. | 


Her boaſted calm, and peace of mind 
In Wine, and Company we better find, 
Find it with Pleaſure too combin'd. 


H 3 Thus 


C-nos ) 


in mighty Wine, where.we our ſenſes ſteep, 


And Lull our Cares, and Conftiences a- 
{leep: 


But why dol that wild Chimera name ? | 
Canſcience ! that giddy airy Dream, 


Which does from brain ſick heads, or ill-digeſ- 
ing ſtomachs ſteam, 


Conſcience ! the vain fantaſtick fear 


Of puniſhments, we know not * Wherr\, nOF 
where : 


Project of.. crafty Stateſmen ! to fpport weak 
Law, | 


Whereby they laviſh Spirits awe, 


And daſtard Souls to forc'd obedience 
draw. 


Grand Wheadle! which our Gown'd Impoſtory 
| uſe, 


Fhe poor unthinking Rabble to abuſe. 


Scarecrow ! to fright from the forbidden fruit of 
bs. 


Their own beloved Paradiſe : 


Let thoſe vile Canters wickedneſs decry, 
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Whoſe Mercenary tongues take pay 
For what they ſay 3 


And yet commend in practice what their words 
deny, 


While we diſcerning Heads, who ithie pry, 
Their holy Cheats defie 


And ſcorn their Frauds, aind ſcorn their 
ſanfifned Cajoulery. 


7. 
None but dull unbred Fools diſcredit Vice, 
Who act their wickedneſs with an ill grace 
Such their profeſſion ſcandalize, 
And juſtly forfeit all that praiſe; 
All that eſteem, that credit, and applauſe, 
Which we by our wiſe menage from a fin can raile, 
A true, and brave tranſgreſſor ought 


To fin with the ſame. height of ſpirit, Ceſar 
tought : 


Mean-ſoul'd offenders now no honours gain, 
Qaly debauches of: the nobler (ſtrain. 
Vice well-improv'd yields bliſs, and fame beſide, 


And ſome far ſinging have been deifid. 
H 4 Thus 
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—_ the lewd Gods of old did move, 


_ By theſe brave methods to the ſeats above. 
Ev'n Jove himſelf, the Sovereign Deity, 
Father and King of all th' immortal Progeny, 
Aſcended to that high Degree 3 
By crimes above the reach of weak Morality. 
He Heav'n one large Seraglio made, 


Each Goddeſs turn'da glorious Punk o'th 
- trade; 


And all that Sacred place 

Was fill'd with Baſtard-Gods of his own race: 
Almighty Lech'ry got his firſt repute, 

_ everlaſting Whoring was his chiefeſt At- 


tribute. 
8, 


How gallant was that-Wretch, whoſe happy guilt 
A Fame uponthe Ruins of a Temple built ? 
« Let Fools, ſaid he, Impiety alledg, 
26A nd urge theno great fault of Sacriledg : 
4 ll fer the Sacred Pile on flame, 
© Andin its Aſhes write my laſting Name,” 


\ z 
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* My name which thus ſhall be 


© Deathleſs as its. own Deity, 
© Thus the vain-glorious Cariar PII out-do, 
© And Eg ypts proudeſt Monarchs too 5 
© Thoſe laviſh Prodigals, who idly did conſume 
© Their Lives, and Treaſures to erect a Tomb, 
* And only great by being buried would become ; 
« At cheaper rates than they [ll buy xenown, 


* And my loud Fame ſhall all their ſilent glories 
drown. 


So ſpake the daring HeCor, ſo did Prophelie: 
And ſo it prov'd: in vain did envious Spire 
By fruitleſs methods try 
To raze his well-built Fame, and Memory 
Amongſt Poſterity : 
The Boutefeu can now Immortal write, 


While the ingloriousFounder is forgotten quite. 


9. 
Yet greater was that mighty Emperor ; 


GB Srearet cxime befiteed his high Pow'r) 


Who 


( 106) 
Who ſacrifie'd a City to a Jeſt, 


And \hew'd he knew the grand intrigues of 
humor belt : 


ide all Rome a Bonefire to his Fame, 
And ſung, and play'd, and danc'd amid(t the 


Flames 
Bravely begun! yet pity there he ſtay'd, 
One ſtep to Glory more he ſhould have made: 
He ſhould have heav'd the noble frolick higher, 
Aud made thePeople on that Fun'ral pile expire 
Or providently with their blood put out the Fire. 
Had this been done; _ 
The utmoſt pitch of glory he had won: | 
No greater Monument cauld be. 
To confecrate him to eternity, 


Nor ſhould there need another Herald of his 
praiſe, but me. 


ſ 


IQ, 


Andthou, yet greater Fore, the glory of our 
I{le, FG: 


Whom baftled Hell eſteems its chiefell F oyl 


'T were 
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'Twere, injury ſhould I omit thy name 


| Whoſe Action merits all the breath of Fame. 

Methinks, I ſee the trembling ſhades below 
Around in humble reverence bow 3 4 

Doubtful they ſeem, whether to pay their Loyalty 
To their dread Monarch, or to thee: 

No wonder he(grown jealous of thy fear'd ſucceſs) 
Envy'd Mankind the honour of thy wickedneſs, 


And ſpoil'd that brave attempt, which muſt have 
made his grandeur leſs. 


How e're regret not, mickey Ghoſt, 
Thy Plot by treach'rous fortune croſt, 
Nor think thy well deſerved glory loſt. 
Thou the full praiſe of Villany ſhalt ever ſhare, 


And all will judge thy A&, compleat enough, 
when thou could'lt dare, 


So thy great Maſter far'd, whoſe high diſdain 


Contemn'd that Heaven, where he could not 
Reign, 
When he with bold Ambition ſtrove 
T' ufarp the Throne above, 


And led quan the Deity an armed Train, 
Though 
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Tho from his valt deſigns he fell, 


O're-power'd by his Almighty Foe, 
Yet gain'd he Victory in his overthrow : 


He gain'd ſufficient Triumph, that he durſt Re- 
| bel, 


And 'twas ſome pleaſure to be thought the 
great'(t in Hell, 
| IT. 


Tell me, you great Triumvirate, what ſhall-I do 

| To be illuſtrious as you ? 

Let your examples move me with a gen'rous fire, 
Let them into my daring thoughts inſpire 


Somewhat compleatly wicked, ſome vaſt Gyant- 
crime, 


Unknown, unheard, unthought of by all paſt 
and preſent time. 


'Tis done, 'tis done 3 Methinks, I feel the pow'r- 
tul charms, 


And a new heat of (in my ſpirit warms 
I travel with a glorious miſchief, for whoſe birth, 
My Soul's too narrow,and weak Fate too feeble 


to bring forth. 
of 0 ——————_—_—_—_—_—_—_—_—_——_—_—_—_—_ | et 
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Let the unpitied Vulgar tamely go, 


And ſtock for company, the wild Plantations 
down below : 


Such their vile Souls for viler Barter ſell, 


Scarce worth the damning, or their room in 
Hell, 


We are his Grandees, and expeR as much prefer- 
ment there, 


For our good Service, as on Earth we ſhare. 
In them fin is but a meer privative of good, 
The frailty, and defe&t of fleſh and blood: 
In us 'tis a perfection, who profeſs 
A ſtudied, and elaborate wickedneſs; 
Weare the oreat Rogal Society of Vice, 
Whoſe Talents are to make diſcoveries, 
And advance Sin like other Arts, and Sciences. 
Tis I the bold Columbus only I, 
Who mult new Worlds in Vice deſcry, 
And fix the pillars of unpaſſable iniquity. 


» 


I2. 
How ſneaking was the firſt debauch that fin'd 


Who for ſo ſmall a Crime fold humane kind ! 
N | Who 


| ( 110 ) 
How undeſerving that high place, 


To be thought Parent of our fin, and race, 
Whoby low guilt our Nature doubly did debaſc! 
Unworthy was he to be thought 
Father of the great firſt-born Cain, which he begot; 
The noble Cazz, whoſe bold, and gallant a&t 
Proclaim'd him of more high extract : 
Unworthy me, 
And all the braver part of his Poſterity. 
Had the juft Fates defign'd me in his ſtead ; 
' Td done ſome great, and unexampled deed : 
Adeed, which ſhould decry 
The Stoicks dull Equality, 
And fhew that fin admits tranſcendency : 


A deed, wherein the Tempter ſhould nat 
ſhare | 


Above what Heav'n could puniſh, and 
above what he could dare. 


For greater crimes than his I would have fell, 


And ated ſomewhat, which might merit 
more'than Hell, | 


*"® 


An 
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"& Apolog y for the foregoing Ode, by way of 
Epilogue. 


Y part is done, and you'l, I hope, excuſe 
M Th extravagance of a repenting Muſe, 
Pardon what e're ſhe hath too boldly ſaid, 
She only ated herein Maſquerade. 


- For the flight Arguments ſhe did produce, | 
Were not to flatter Vice, but to traduce. 

So we Buffoons 1g Princely dreſs expoſe, 

Not to be'gay, 'but-more ridiculous. 

When ſhe an HeRorfor her Subje& had, 

She thought ſhe muſt be Termagant, and mad : 


That made her ſpeak like a lewd Punk o'th' 
Town, 


Who by converſe with Bullies wicked grown, 


Has learn'd the Mode to cry all Virtue down. 
But now the Vizard's off; ſhe changes Scene, 
And turns a- modeſt civil Girl agen. 


Our 


(ua Y 
Our Poet hasa different taſte of Wit, 


Nor will to common Vogue himſelf ſubmit. 1 
Let ſome admire the Fops whoſe Talents lie 

In venting dull infipid Blaſphemy ; 

He ſwears he cannot with thoſe terms diſpenſe, 
Nor will be damn'd for the repute of ſenſe. 

Wit's name was never to profaneneſs due, 

For then you ſee he could be witty too: 

He could Lampoon the State, and Libel Kings, 
But that he's Loyal, and knows better things, 


Than Fame, whoſe guilty Birth from Treaſon 
ſprings. 


- He likes not Wit,which can't a Licence claim, 
To whichthe Author dares not ſet his Name. 
Wit ſhould be open, court each Reader's eye, 
— Notlurk in {ly unprinted privacy. 

But Criminal Writers like dull Birds of Night, 
For weakneſs, or for ſhame avoid the light 3 
May ſuch a Jury for their Audience have, 

And from theBench, not Pit, their daom receive. 


BMW | May 
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May they the Tow'r for their due nierits ſhare, 


And a juſt wreath of Hemp, not Laurel wear : 
He could be Bawdy too, and nick the times, 


In what they | dearly love; Damnd placket 
Rhimes, 


Such as our Nobles write 


' 
. 


Whoſe nauſeous Poetry can reach no higher 

Than what the Codpiece, or its God inſpire. 
So lewd, they ſpend at quill ; you'd juſtly think; | 
They wrote with ſomething naſtier than Ink. 
But he ſtill thought that little Wit, or none, 
Which a juſt modeſty mult never own, 

And a meer Reader with a Bluſh attone. 

If Ribauldry deſerv'd the praiſe of Wit, 

He muſt reſign to each illit'rate Citt, 


And Prentices, and Car-men challenge it. 


Ev'n they too can be ſmart, and witty there; 
For all men on that SubjeR Poets are. 
Henceforth he vows, if ever more he find 
Himſelf to the baſe itch of Verſe inclin'd ; 
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If Ere he's given up ſo far to write ; ( 


He never means to make his-end delight: * 
Should he do fo; he muſt deſpair ſucceſs : 
For he's not now debauch'd enough to pleaſe, 


And muſt be damn'd for want of Wickedneſs. 


He' therefore uſe his Wit another way, 

And next the uglineſs of Vice diſplay. 

Tho againſt Vertue once he drew his Pen, 

He'l ne're for ought, but her defence agen. 

Had he a Genius, and Poetick rage, | "y 
Great asthe Vices of this guilty Age. _. ._.. 
Were heall Gall, and arm'd with ſtore of ſpighs; 
'Twere worth his pains toundertake to write; 
Tonoble Satyr he'd diredt his aim, _ 
And by't Mankind, and Poetry reclaim, | 
He'd ſhoot his Quills juſt like a Porcupine 

At Vice, and make them ſtab in every Line, | 
The world ſhould learn to bluſh, 


( 115 ) 
And dread the Vengeance of his pointed Wit, 


Which worſe than their own Conſciences ſhould 
fright, 


And all ſhould think him Heav'ns juſt Plague, as 
lign'd : 


To viſit for the fins of lewd Mankind. 
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——— Modumque 
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—_—_ 


O U heedleſs Maids, whoſe young, 
and tender hearts 


Unwounded yet, have ſcap'd the fa- 
tal darts ; 


Let the ſad tale of wretched By4/;s move, 


And learn by her to ſhun forbidden Love, 
1 4 
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| Not all the plenty, all the bright reſort 


Of gallant Youth, that grac'd the Cariar Court, 
Could charm the hauty Nymwph's diſdainful heart, 


Or from a Brother's guilty Love divert; 


| Canius ſhe loy 'd, not as a Siſter ought, 


Bur Honour, Blood, and Shame alike forgot : 


| Caunns alone takes up her Thoughts, and Eyes, 


For him alone ſhe wiſhes, grieves and fighs. 


At firſt her new-born Paſſion owns no name, 


A glim'ring Spark ſcarce kindling i into fame 3 x 


She thinks'it no offence, it from his Lip | 

She ſhatch an harmleſs bliſs, if her fond clip 
With looſe embraces oft his Neck ſurround, 
And loveis yet in debts'of Nature drown'd. 
"* But Loveat length grows naughty by degrees, 
And now ſhe likes, and ſtrives her (elf to pleaſe : 
Well drelt ſhe comes, & arms-her Eyes with darts, 
Her Smiles with charms, and all the ſtudied arcs 


Which practis'd Loye can teach to vanquiſh | 
Pp hearts, | 4 


Indie 
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Induſtrious now, ſhe labours to be fair, 
And envies all, whoever fairer are. 
Yet knows ſhe not,ſhe loves, but (till does grow, 
Inſenſibly the thing, ſhe does not know : | 
Stri honour yet her check'd deſires does bind, 
And modeſt thoughts, on this ſide wiſh confin'd: 
Only within ſhe ſooths her pleaſing flames, 
And now, the hated terms of Blood diſclaims: 
Brethey ſounds harſh; ſhe the unpleaſing word 
Strives to forget, and oftner calls him Lord: 
And when the name of Siſter grates her ear, 
Could wiſh't unſaid, and rather Byblis hear. 
Nor dare ſhe yet with waking thoughts admit 
A wanton hope : but when returning night 
With Sleep's ſoft gentle ſpell her Senſes charms, 
Kind fancy often brings him to her Arms : 
In them ſhe oft does the lov'd Shadow ſeem 
Tograſp, and joys, yet bluſhestoo in Dream. 
She wakes, and long jn wonder ſilent lies, 
And thinks on her late pleaſing Extaſies: 


122 The  ASSTION 
Now likes, and now abhors her guilty flame, 


By turns abandon'd to her Love,and Shame: 


At length her ſtruggling thoughts an utt'rance 
find, 


And vent the wild diſorders of her mind. 


« Ahme! (ſhe cries) kind Heaven avert! what 
means 


« This boading form,that nightly rides my dreams? 


* Grant 'em untrue! why ſhould lewdhope di- 
vine? | 


« Ah! why was this too charming Viſion ſeen ? 
« *Tis true, by the moſt envious wretch,that ſces," 
« He's own'dall fair, and lovely, own'd a prize 
« Worthy the conquelt of the brighteſt eyes : 

« A prize that wou'd my ngh'ſt Ambition fi}, 

& All Iconld wiſh ;-—-but he's my brother (till! 
© That cruel word for ever muſt digoyn, 

* Nor can I hope, but thus, to have him mine, 

« Since then 1 waking never muſt polleſsy 

« Let mein {leep at leaſt enjoy the bliſs, 


& And ſure nice Vertue can't forbid me this : 


& Rind 
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« Kind ſleep does no malicious ſpies admit, 


cc Yet yields a lively ſemblance of delight: 
« Gods! what a ſcene of joy was that! how faſt 
« T claſp'd the Viſion tomy panting breaſt ! 


«* With what fierce bounds I ſprung to meet my 
&« bliſs, 


« While my rapt ſoul flew out in every kiſs} 
« Till breathleſs, faint, and fofily ſunk away, 
« Tall difſolv'din recking pleaſures lay ! 


« How ſweet is the remembrance yet! though 
night | 


« Too haſty fled, drove on by envious light. 

& O that we might the Lawsof Nature break 
© How well would Caxnys mean Husband make! 
& How well to Wife might he his Byblis take ! 
© Wou'd God! in all things we had partners bin 
« Beſides our Parents, and our fatal Kin: 
* Wou'd thou wert nobler, I more mean]y bory, 
* Then ouiltleſ I'd deſpair'd, and ſuffer'd ſcorn: 
« Happy that Maid unknown, whoe're ſhall prove 


© fo ble(t, fo envicd to deſerve thy love. 


”-TIn- 
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« Unhappy me! whomthe ſame womb did joyn, 
& Which now forbids me ever to be thine : 
« Curſt fate! that we alone in that agree, 
« By which we ever mult divided be. 
-« And muſt we be ? what meant my Viſion then? 
" Are they, and all their dear preſages vain ? 
« Have Dreams no credit, but with eaſie love ? 
« Or do-they hit ſometimes, and faithful prove ? 
© The Gods forbid! yet thoſe whom T invoke, 
« Have lov'd like me, have their own Siſters took : 
& Great Saturn, and his greater Off-ſpring Fove, 
* Both ſtock'd their Heaven with Inceſtuous love : 
« Gods have their priviledge : why do [ ſtrive 
* To ſtrain my Hopes to their Prerogative ? 

«* No, let me baniſh this forbidden fire, 
* Or quench it with my Blood, and with't expire: 
&« [Inſtain'd in honour, and unhurt in fame, 
& Let the Grave bury my Love, and Shame : 
« But when at my laſt hour I gaſping lie, 
« Let on! y my kind Myurderer be by : 


L-t 
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« Let him, while [ breath out my foul in ſighs, 


" Or gaz't away, look on with pitying eyes: 

« Let him ( for ſure he can't deny me this) 

« Seal my cold Lips with one dear parting Kils. 
« Belides, *twere vain ſhould I alone agree 

« To what anothers Will muſt ratifie; 

&* Cou'd I beſo abandon'd to conſentz _ 

« What I have paſs for good and innocent, 

«© He may perhaps as worſt of Crimes reſent. 

« Yet we among(t our Race examples find 

&« Of Brothers, who have been to Siſters kind : | 

* Fam'd Canace cou'd thus ſucceſsful prove, . __ 

* Cou'd Crown her wiſhes in a Brother's love. _ 

a But whence cou'd I theſe inſtances produce? 

* How camel witty to my ruio thus? | 

« Whither will this mad frenzy hurry on? 


* Hence, hence, you naughty flames, far hencel, | 
| be gone, 


* Nor let me e're the ſhameful Paſhon own. 


« And 
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* And yet ſhou'd he addreſs; Iſhou'd forgiye, 


hs fear, I fear, I ſhou'd his ſuit receive : 


« Shall therefore I, who cou'd not love diſfown 


&« Offer'd by him, not mine to make him known? 


* Andeanſt thou ſpeak? can thy bold tongue de- 
clare ? 


* Yes Love ſhall force:-—.and now methinks I 
dare. 


But leſt fond modeſty at length refuſe, 
& I will ſome ſure, and better method chuſe : 


« A Letter ſhall my ſecret flames diſcloſe, 

«* And hide my Bluſhes, but reveal their cauſe: 
This takes, and 'tis refolv'd as ſoon as faid, 

With this ſhe rais'd her ſelf upon her bed, | 

And propping with her hand her leaning head: ) 


ea 


* Happen what will (lays ſhe)! rh make him know 
© What pains, what raging pains I undergo : 
. SAR me! I rave! what tempeſts ſhake my breaſt ?* 

&c And where? O- where will this diſtraQtion reſt ? 
Frembling, her Thoughts endite, and oft her Eye 


Looks back for fear of conſcious ſpies too nigh : 


One 
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One hand her Paper, t'other holds her Pen, 


And Tears ſupply that Ink her Lines muſt drain, 
Now ſhe begins,now ſtops,and ſtopping frames? 


. New Toubts, now writes, and now her writing 
dans. 


She writes, defaces, alters, likes, and blames: 
Oft throws in haſt her Pen, and Papet by, 

Then takes*em-up again as haſtily: 

Unſteddy her reſolves, fickle, and vain, be 

No ſooher made, but ſtrait unmade again: 
What her deſires would have, ſhe doesnotknow, 
Diſpleagd with all, whate'te ſhe goes-ts:do: 
At once contending, ſhame; and hope, and.fear, 
Wrack ter toſt mind, -and/1n her looks appear. 
Siſter was wrote ; but f60n miſguiding doybt 
Recalls it, and 'thepuilty:word blots out: - 
Again ſhe pauſes, and again begins, 

At length her Pen drops out theſe haſty Lines. 


-_ * 


** Kind 
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« Kind health, which : you, and only you can 
' grant. 


* Which, if deny'd, ſhe muſt for ever want 
* To you your Lover ſends: ah! olonng Shame | 


_ * * In filence bids her Paper hide her name : 


« Wou'd God the fatal Meſſage might be done 


« Without annexing it, nor Byblis known, 


«Ere bleſt ſucceſs her hopes, and wiſhes crown. 
« And bad I now my ſmother'd greif conceal'd, 

« It might by tokens paſt have been reveal'd:. 

« Athouſand proofs were ready to impart 

« The inward anguiſh of my wounded heart : 

« Oft,” as your ſight a ſudden bluſh did raiſe, 

« My blaod came up to meet you at my face: 

« Oft '(f- you call to mind) my longing Eyes 

« Betray'din looks my foulstoo thin diſguile : 


« Think how their Tears, thiok how .my heaving 
Breaſt 


« Otrin Jeep lighs ſome cauſe unknown confelt : 


« Thipk -how ;theſe Arms did oft with fierce eme 
brace, 


& Eager 


"of BEBLIS:* - - my. 
«< Eager as my defires, about you preſs: rs 
. * Theſe Lips too, when they —_ ſo happy | 


oy ores ok 


* (Had you but mark d) with cloſe warm kiſſes 


ſtrove 
« To whiſper ſomething n more than Siſters Love. 


« And yet, though rankling m—_ wy mind di- 


ltreſk, 
* Tho raging flames within burn up my breaſt, 
_ « Long time I did the mighty pain endure; | 
< Long ſtrove to bring the fierce diſeaſe to cure: 
Witneſs, ye cruel Pow'rs, who did inſpire 
& This ſtrange, this fatal, this reſiſtle(s fire, 


* Witneſs, what pains (for you alone-can know.) __ 


* This helpleſs wretch toquench't did undergo : - 


* A thouſand Racks, and Martyrdoms, and more - * 


* Than a weak Virgin can be thought, I bore: 
* O'rematch'd in pow'r at laſt, I'm forc dro yield, 


« And to the conqu'ring Gol reſign the field; 
« To you, dear cauſe of all, I make addreſs, _ 


« *F rom on with humble pray'rs | veg redreſs: 


K You. 
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« You rule alone my arbitrary fate, 


& And life, and death on your diſpoſal wait : 
* Ordain, as you think fit; deny, or gram, 
« Yet know no ſtranger | 1s your ſuppliant. 

© But ſhe, who, tho to you by Blood allied 
© Tn neareſt bonds, in nearer wou'd be tied. 


<« Let doting age debate of Law, and Right, 


« And gravely ſtate the bounds of juſt, and fit; 
* Whoſe Wiſdom's but their Envy, to deſtroy 

« And bar thoſe pleaſures, which they can't enjoy : | 
< Our blooniing years, more ſprightly, and more 


BY 
o By Nature we're defign'd for i al play: 


&* Youth knows no check, but RING weak Vertu. $ 
fence, ' 


«& And briskly hunts the noble chaſe of Senſe : 

« Without del} thinking we enjoymenttrace, 

& And.call that lawful, wharſoere does pleaſc. 
*© Nor will our guilt want inſtances alone, 
« Tis what the glorious Gods above have done: 


«*T.et's 
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«© Let's follow where thoſe great examples went, 
© Nor think that Sin, where Heaven's a precedent. 


« Let neither awe--of Fathers frowns, nor 
ſhame | | 


&« For ought that ean be told by blabbing fame (, 
« Nor any gaſtlier fantom, fear can frame, + 
« Frighten or ſtop us in our way to bliſs, 
« But boldly let us ruſh on happineſs : 
« Where glorious hazards ſhall enhanſe delight, _ 
* And thar,that makes it dangerous, makeit great; 
«Relation too, which does our fault increaſe, | 
« Will ſerve that fault the better to diſguile ? 
<* That lets us now 1n private often meet | 
©® Bleſs d opportunities for ſtoln delight : 
« In publick often we embrace, and kils, 
& And fear no jealous, no ſuſpetting eyes. 
* How little more remains for me to crave! 
© How little more for you to give! O fave 
«* A wretched Maid undone by Love, and you, ' 


* Who does in tears, and dying accents ſue 


K 4 © Who 
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* Who bleeds that Paſſion, ' ſhe had ne're reveal'd, 


_ **If notby Love, Almighty Love compell'd: 


< Nor ever Jet her'mournful Tomb complain, 
« Here Byblis lies, kill d by your cold diſlain. 

Here forc'd to end, for wait of room, not will 
To add, her lines the crowded Margin fill, 4: 
| Nor ſpace allow for more: ſhe trembling, folds 
The Paper, which her ſhameful Meſſage holds; 
And ſealing, as ſhe wept with boading fear, 

She wet her Signet with a falling Tear. 

This done, a truſty Meſſenger ſhe call'd, 
Andin kind words the whiſper 'd Errand told : 
« Go, carry this with faithful care, ſhe ſaid, 


«To my dear, —-there ſhe paus'd a white, and\ 
+: Wal i 


And by and by——Brother—was heard to add : 

hs ſhe' deliver'd it with her commands, 

The Letter fell from out her trembling bands, 

Diſmay'd with the ill Omen, ſheanew 
Doubted ſucceſs, and held, yet bad him go. 
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He goes, and after quick admiſſion got 
To Caunus hands the fatal fecret brought? 
Soon as the doubtful Youth a glance had caſt 
On the firſt lines, and gueſt by them the reſt, 
Strait horror; and amazement fill'd his breaſt : 
Impatient with his rage, he could not ſtay 
To ſee the end, but threw't half read away; 


Scarce could his hands the trembling wretch fors 
bear, 


Nor did his tongue thoſe angry threatningsſpare z 
& Fly hence, -nor longer-my chatf'd fury'truſt; 

| « Thoucutſed Pander of deteſted Luſt z - 

« Fly quickly-hence, -andto thy ſwiftneſs owe” ' * 
*<« Thy life, a forfeit to my vengeancedue: 

* Which, had not danger of my Honour -croſt, ' 
- 4 Thou'dſt paid by this,and been ſent back aGhoſ?, 

He the rough orders ſ{trajt obeys, and bears 

The killing news to wretched Byblis ears; 

Like ſtriking Thunder the herce tidings.ſtun, 
And to her heart quicker than lighting run; '// - 


K 3 The 
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The frighted blood forſakes her ghaſtly face, 
And a ſhort death doth every Member ſeize: 
But ſoon asſenſe returns, her frenzy-too 
Retuxns, and 1 in theſe. words breaks torth anew. 
_ « And juſtly ſerv'd;—for why did fooliſh] 
+ Conſent to make this-raſh diſcovery ? 
« Why did I thus in haſty lines reveal 
« That dang'rous ſecret, Honour wou'd conceal ? 
« I ſhou'd have firſt with art difguis'd the hook, 
++ And ſeen how well the gawdy biaithad took, 
« And found him hungar{leaſt before Tſtrook : | 
« From fhore I ſhou'd have firſt deſcri/dthe wind 
« Whether'twould prove to my adventurekind, \ 


& E're Etountry'd Seas my felf refign'd: 
« Now-daſh'd on Rocks, unable to retire, 
< Imuſt-Yth-wreck of all my hopes expire, 
« And wasnot 1 by tokens plain enough 
* Fore-wari'd to quit my inauſpicious Love? 
« Did'not the Fates my ill ſucceſs foretel), 
* When from my hands th* unhappy Letter fell? 


«KgCog 
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« $o-ſhould my hopes have done, and my deſign, 
« Tha t, or the day {hould then have alter'd beep z, 
* But rather theuplucky day when Heaven 
* Such ominous proofs of its diſlike had given: 
« And ſoit bad, had not mad Paſſion ſway'd, 
«* And Reaſon been-by blinder Love mulled, 

«< Beſides (alas!) Fihou'd my ſelf have gone, 
* Nor made my Pena'proxy to my Tongue; 


* Much more I cou'd'have ſpoke,much more have 
told, 


- Than a ſhort Letter s narrow room ; would hold* 
« He : might have ſeen my looks, my wiſhing Eyes 
” My melting Tears, and heard my begging Sighsz 
* About his Neck I could have flung my Arms, 

* And been all over Love, all over Charms; 


« Graſp d, and hung on his Knees, and there haye | 
dyed, 


* There breath'd wy gaſping Soul out, if denied” 
a « This and ten thouſand things T might have done 


« To make my Paſſion with advantage known; 


14 K 2 &« Which 
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« Whichif they each could not have bent his mind, 
6 Yet ſurely all had forc'd him to be kind. 
« Perhaps he, whoml ſent, was too in fault, 

<« Nor rightly tim'd his Meſſage, as he ought 5 

« T fearhe went in ſome il}-choſen hour, 
'«& When cloudy weather made his temper lour, 
<« Not thoſe calm ſeaſons of the mind, which prove, 
< The fitteſt to receive the ſeeds of Love z 

< Theſethings have ruin'd me; for doubtleſs be 

_ & Ts made of humane fleſh, and blood, like me; 
«He ſuck'd no Tygreſs ſure, nor Mountain Bear, 
6 Nor does his Breaſt relentleſs Marble wear. 
« He muſt, he ſhall conſent, again II! try, 
« And try again, if he'again dehy : 
& No ſcorn, no harſh repulſe, or rough defeat 
& Shall ever my deſire, or hopes rebate. LD 
« My earneſt ſuits ſhall never give him reſt, 
« While Life, and Love more durable, ſhall _aſt : 
« Alive Tl preſs, till breath in pray'rs be loſt, 
_« And after come a kind beſeeching Gholt, 


| "M For, 
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« For, if I might, what I have done, recall, 


« The firſt point were, not to have don't at all; | 
« Bur ſince *tis done, the ſecond to be gain'd 
«1s now to have, what I have ſought, attain'd: 
« For he, though I ſhould now my wiſhes quit, 
« Can never my unchaſt attempts forget : 
« Should I deſiſt, "twill be believ'd that T 

« By ſlightly asking, taught him to deny; 
«Or thatI tempted him with wily fraud, 
 « And ſnares for his unwary honour laid : 
« Or, what I ſent (and the belief were juſt 


& Were not th” efforts of Love, but ſhameful 
Luſt. 


* In fine, I now dareany thing that's il; 
«Pye writ, I have ſolicited, my will 


« Has been debauch'd ; and ſhou'd I thus give 
out, 


&« [ cannot chaſt, and innocent be thought : 
« Much there is wanting ſtill to be fulfill'd, 
« Muchto my wiſh, but little to my guilt, 


ys Te PASSION 
She ſpoke; but fuch is her unſetled- mind, 


It ſhifts from thought to ety like veering 
wind,. 


Now. to this point, and now to. that inclin'd: 
What ſhe could wiſh had,unattempted-bcen : 
She Trait Is cager to ind agen : 

The reins —pakigh nor 5 any: tr br 
Repulle upon, repulſe umay'd ſhe bears,;  *, 
And (till ſues.00,. mae ſhe. her ſuit deſpaiys., - 


A 
Upon a WO MA N, who by ber Falſhood and 
Scorn was the  Deat of my Friend... 


_— 


P 
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O ſhe ſhallne're eſcape, if Gods there 
| 4 be, 


Unleſs they perjur'd grow, and falſe 
"as ſhes 


Though no ſtrange Judgmgns yet the Murd'refs 


, ſeize 
To puniſh her, and quit, the partial Skies: 
Though no revenging lightning yet has flaſhr 


From thence, that might her criminal beauties 
blaſt: * 


Tho they in their old luſtre ſtil prevail, 
By no diſeaſe, nor guilt it {cl made pale. 


Cuilt 
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Guilt, which ſhould blackeſt Moors themſelves 
but own, 


Would make through all their night new bluſhes 
dawn: 


Though "M kind ſoul, who now augments the 


Thifher too ſoon by her unkindneſs chas'd. 
(Where may it be her ſmall'ſt, and lighteſt doom, 
( For that's not half my curſe) never tocome) 


Though he, when Jag by the high'ſt de- 
(pair, 


Ne're mention'd her without an Hyow, or 
Prayer, 


And could by all her ſcorn be forc'd no more 
Than Martyrs to revile what they adore. 
Who, had he curſt her with his dying breath ; 
Had done but juſt, and Heaven had forgave: 
Tho ill-made Law no Sentence has ordain'd 
For her, no Statute has her Guilt arraign'd. 


( For NN Womens: Seorn, - and Doctors 
Skill . 


All by a licenced way of murder kill, 


«trols | 
| i « Tho 


W% 
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\ Tho ſhe from Juſtice of all theſe go free - | 


And boaſt perhaps in her ſucceſs, and cry, 
'T'was but a little harmleſs perjury : 
Yet think ſhe not, ſhe (till ſecure ſhall prove, 


Or that none dare avenge an injur'd Love : 


I riſein Judgement, am tobe to her 

Both Witneſs, Judge, and Executioner ; 

Arm'd with dire Satyr, and reſentful ſpite, 

I come to haunt her with the ghoſts of Wit. 

My Ink unbid ſtarts out, and flics on her, 

Like blood upon ſome touching murderer + 

And ſhou'd that fail, rather than want, I wou'd, 

Like Haggs,to curſe her, write in my own blood. 
Ye ſpightful pow 'rs (if any there can be, 

| That boaſta worſe, and keener ſpite than T) 

Affiſt with Malice, and your mighty aid 


My ſworn Revenge, and A me Rhime her 
deads < 


Grant I may fix ſuch brands of widens, 


So plain, {G deeply grav'd on her, that ſhe, 
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Her Skill, - Patches, nor Paint, all joyn'd can hide, 
And which ſhall laſting as her Soul abide : 
Grant my ſtrong hate may ſuch ſtrong poiſon caſt, 
That every breath may taint, and rot, and blaſt, 
Till one large Gangrene quite o'reſpread her fame 
With foul contagion ; till her odious name, 
Spit at, and curſtby every mouth like mine, 
Be terror to her ſelf; and all herJine. 

Vileſt of that viler Sex, who damn'd us all ! 


Ordain'd to cauſe, and plague vs for out fall! _ 


WOMAN! nay worſe! for ſhe can nought be 
| laid, | 


But Mummy by fome Dev inhabited : 


Not made in Heaven's Mint, but baſe coin'd, 


She wears an humane image ſtampt on Fiend ; 
And whoſo Marrzjage would with her contraR, 
Is Witch by Law, and that a meer compadt: 
Her Soul (if any Soul 10 her there be) 

by Hell was breath'd into her in a lye, 
And its whole ſtock of falſhood there was lent, 


| As if hereafter to be true it meant : 
| Bawd 
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Bawd Nature taught her jilting, when ſhe made 
And by her make, deſign'd her for the trade : 

_ Hence 'twas ſhe daub'd her with a painted Face, 
That ſhe at once might better cheat, and pleaſe: 
All thoſe gay charming looks, that court the eye, 
Are but-an'ambutlh to hide treachery ; 

Miſchief adorn'd with pomp,and ſmooth difguiſe, 
A painted skin ſtuff'd full of guile and lyes; | 
Within a gawdy Caſe, a nalty Soul, 

Like T | 


Such on a Cloud thoſe flatr' ring colours are, 


of quality ina gilt Cloſe-ſtool : 


Which only ferve to dreſsa Tempeſt fair. 
So Men upon this Earth's fair ſurface dwell, 
Within are Fiends, and at the center Hell : 


Court- -promiſes, the Leagues, which Statel- men 
: make — 


With more convenience, and moreeaſeto break, 
The Faith, pl Jeſuit i in allegiance ſwears, 
Or a Town-jilt to keeping Coxcombs bears, 


Are firm, and certain all, compar'd with hers: 


Eatly 


- — 
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Early in falſhood, at her Font ſhe licd, 


And ſhould ey'n then for Perjury been. tricd: 


Her Conſcience ſtretch'd, and openas the Stews, 
But laughs at Oaths, andplays with ſolemn Vows. 


And at her mouth ſwallows down perjur'd 
. breath, 


More glib than bits of Lechery beneath: 

Leſs ſerious known, when ſhe doth molt proteſt, 
Than thoughts of arranteſt Buffoons in jeſt : 
More cheap, thanthe vile mercenarieſt Squire, 
That plies for Half-crown Fees at Weſtminſter, 
And trades in ſtaple-Oaths, and Swears to hire: 


Leſs Guilt than hers, leſs breach of Oath, and 
Word 


Has ftood aloft, and look'd through Peifdtice 
board; J 


And he that truſts her in a Death-bed Prayer, 
Has Faith to merit, and fave any thing, but her. 
* But ſince her Guilt deſcription does out-go; 
I'll try if it out-ſtrip my Curlestoo 3 | 


. Curſes , 


—— 0 —_— 
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Curſes, which may they equal my juſt hate, 
My wiſh, and her deſert, be each fo great, 


Each heard like Pray'rs, and Heaven make 'em{ 
tate. 


Firſt, for her Beauties, which the Miſchief 
brought, 


May ſhe affeQed, they be borrow'& thought, 


By her own hand, not that of Nature wrought : 


Her Credit, Honour, Portion, Health, and thoſe 
Provelight,and frail,as her broke Faith,and Vows. 
Some baſe:unnam'd Diſeaſe, her Carkafs fon), 
And make her Body ugly, as her Soul. 

Cankers; and Ulcers eat her, till ſhe be; 

Shun'd like Infe&tion, loath'd like Infamy, 
Strength quite expir'd, may ſhe alone retain 
The ſouff of Life, may that unquench'd remain, | 
Asin the damn'd, to keep her freſh for pain : 
Hot Luſt hight on her, and the plague of Pride 
On that, this ever ſcorn'd, as that denied : 

Ach, Anguiſh, horror, grief, diſhonour, ſhame 
Purſue at once her body, ſoul, and fame : 


L 
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If ere the Devil-love muſt enter her 


(For nothing ſure but Fiends can enter there ) 
May ſhe a juſt and true tormenter find, ch 
And that like an 1l].conſcience pack her mind: 
Be ſome Diſeas'd, and ugly wretch her fate, 

She doom d to lave of one, whom all elſe hate, 
May he hate her, and may her deſtiny 

Be to deſpair, and yet love on, and die; 

Or to unvent ſame wittier puniſhment, foil 

May be, to plague her, out af: fpite conſent ; 
May theold fumbler, though diſabled quite, | 
Have ſtrepgthto give her Claps, but no delight z 
May he of her unjuſtly jealous be 

F or ane that's worſe, and vglier far than he : 
May's Impotence balk, and torment her Juſt, 

Yet ſcarcely her to dreams, or wiſhes truſt : 
Fore ro he chaft, may ſe lulpected be, » * 
Share none 0's Pleaſure, all the Infamy. 
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In fine, that I all curſes may compleat 

( For I've but curs 'din jeſt, raillied yet) 
Whate're the Sex deſerves, or feels, or fears, 
May all thoſe plagues be hers, and only hers; 
Whate're great Favourites turn'd out of doors, 
Scorn'd Lovers, bilk'd and dilappointed Whores, 
Or loſing Gameſters vent, what Curſes ere 
Are ſpoke by ſinners raviog in deſpair : 

All thoſe fall on her, as they're all h& due, 

Till ſpite can't think, nor Heav'n inflict anew ; 
May then (for once I will be kind, and pray). 
No madneſs take her uſe of Senſeaway 3; 

But may ſhe 1n full ſtrength of Reaſon be, 

To feel, and underſtayd her pileyy 3 
Plagu'd fo, till ſhe think dimning a releaſe, 

And humbly pray to go to Hell for caſe : 

Yet may not all theſe ſuff rings here attone 
Herfin, and may ſhe (till go finning on, 
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Tick up in Perjury, and run o'th Score, 
Till on her Soul ſhe can get truſt no more 2 


Then may ſhe Stu pid,and Repentleſs die, 
| And Heav'n it ſelf forgive no more than T, 


But ſo be danun'd of meer neceſlit» 
& ©'-, be #4 bs P 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


| \Eixt to appear anew in the World, it may be ex- 
B pete; that 7 ſhould ſay ſomething concerning 
theſ® cſuinng Triftes, threh I'fhall endeavour to do 
with nach briefuefs, 'as I did before what I laſt pub- 
liſhed in this kind. th | | 
\ 1 aovBt nor bat” the Reader will think me guilty of 
ah igh \preJuntption in\aduentiring upon a Tranſla- 
tipy'of The Art of Poetry; after tiwo- ſuch great 
rd an have gore before ms: in the ſame attempts: 
Fnted wit a0pnaiet bim;- rÞat'] thean'Ben Johnſon, 
adl\rb& Bart of Rofcormmiofi, the one «being, of fo 
efHB3/t od an\ Authority;\Mhar whatever he did is held 
a' Sacred," the orber having lately prrformed it with 
farh atmirdble\ſubces, as'almift cuts off al hope in 
ay" afre?” Pretiniters of-80er coming up to what he 
hs COMP, -\ Flowbere, \whewt let him knw, that tt was 
a T asR impoſed * upon me, and not what I voluntarily 
engageat in; Fhupe he will be'the more favourable in 
hs" Cenſhres ''{ would" indeed very' willingly hate 
wat d"the wjdertaking' upon the forementioned ac+ 
cont; an" urged it 'asa"reafor' for my deelining the 
ſame, -baY it- would"#vr b& lowed as ſuffievent to ex. 
cuſs me" therefFom! Wherefore, being prevailed up. 
on to'aRe an\Eyay,” 7 fel ro'thinking of ſome courſe, 
whereb). © might ſorue my ſelf} of the "Advantages, 
whith* thoſe” Yhat" went before me, have either not 
\ A minded, 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


minded, or ſcrupulouſly abridged themſelves of. This 
1 ſoon imagined was to be effetted by putting Horace 
into a more modern greſs, than hitherto he has ap- 
peared in, that u by making him ſpeak, as if 0 
were living, and writing now. I therefors reſolved to 
alter the Scene from Reme to London, and to make 
uſe of Engliſh names of Men, Places, and Cuſtvins, 
where the Parallel would decently permit, which 1 
conceived would give a kind of new Ait to the Poem, 
gnd render it more agreeable to the reliſh of the pre. 
ſent Age. UL A 
With theſe Conſiderations I ſet upon the Wotk, and 
purſued it accordingly. T1 have not, I acknowledg, 


been oyer-nice in keeping to the words of the Origze 


©" pial, for that were to tranſgreſs a Rule. therein con- 


tained. Nevertheleſs I have been religzouſly ſtrift 
to its ſenſe, andexpreſid it in as plain, and intelli- 
gible a manner, as the Sabjett would. bear, Where 
1 may be thought to have waried from it (which is 
wot above once or twi-e, and in Paſſages not much 
"material ) the Skilful Reader will percezve 'twas 
neceſſary for carrying on my propoſed defign, and the 
Author himſelf, were he again alive; would ( I be- 
lieve ) forgive me. | I have been careful to avoid 
Stiffneſs, and made it my endeavoar \to hit. ( as near 
as I could) the eafie and familiar way of writing, 
which is peculiar to Horace in hu Epiſtles, and 
was his proper Talent above any of mankind. Af- 
ter all, 'tu humbly ſubmitted to-the judgment of 
the truly knowing, how. 1 have acquitted my ſelf 
herein. Let the ſucceſs be what it will, I ſhall not 
' however wholly repent of my undertaking, being ( I 
- Ras i ae; Candi reckon ) 
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reckon} in ſome meaſure recompenced for my pains by 
the advantage 1 have reaped of foxing theſe admirable 
Rules of Senſe ſo well in my memory. 

: The Satyr and Odes of the Author, which fol- 
low next in. order, I have tranſlated after the ſame 
libertine way. In them alſo F labour'd under the 
diftd vantages of coming: after other perſons, The 
Satyt had = made into a Scene by Ben. Johnſon, i» 
a Ptay-of his, called the Poeraſter. After I had 
finiſhed my imitation thereof, I came to learnz that 
it had been done likewiſe:\by Dr. Sprat, and fince']- 
have had the fight of..it amongſt the Printed Tran- 
ſſations of Horace's Works. The Odes are» there 
done too, but not ſo excellently weft, as, to difcou®" 
rage .any farther endeavours. If theſe of mine meet” 
with goad entertainment .in- the world, '] may per-" 
haps find leiſure to attempt ſome other of them, 
which-at preſent ſuffer as mach from. their Tranflds 
ters;.as the, Pſalnyawf. David from Sternhold avd* 
Hopkins. \. 3 BY 
The two. ſacred Odes [ Yeſigned not to have my4de \ 

publick now, foraſmuth as they might ſeem wnfit to" 
appear among Subjets of this nature, and were in 
tended to come forth apart\ hereafter in. company 'af* 
others of their own kind. But, having ſuffer d'Co-* 
pies of them to ſtraggle abroad in' Manuſcript, and 
remembring the Fate. of ſome other Piecs of mine," 
which - have formerly ſtain into the Preſs without my 
leave, .or knowledg,. and be expoſed 'to the world 
abominably falſe and untorrett ; to prevent. the ſame 
misfortune likely enmgh to befal theſe, I have been 
perſuaded to yield my conſent to their Publiſhing, 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 
awongſt the reſt. Nor is:the Printing of ſuch-Miſcel/a- . 
nes altogether ſo unprefidented, but that it.may be 
ſeen in the Editions of Dr. Donne, and My. Cowley's | 
|\ Works, whether. done by their own appointment, or. 
| the ſole direftion of the Stationers, . I am not able to 
determine. | | W | 
\ As for the two Eſſays out -of Greek, they whre 
occaſioned by a report, that ſome perſons found fault 
with the roughneſs. of my .Satyrs formerly publiſhed, 
tho, upon what ground they ſhould do it, I contd be 
glad to be informed. Unleſs I am miſtaken, there 
are not many Lines but will. endure the reading with- * 
out fhocking any Heayer, that is not tao nice, and 
cenſortous. T confeſs, I did not ſo much mind the Ca- \ 
dence, as the Senſe and. expreſſiveneſs of my words, 
aud therefore choſe not thoſe, which were beſt diſpoſed 
to placing themſelves in Rhyme, but rather the miſt 
keen, and tuant,' as being the moſt ſutable to my Argu-- 
ment. And. certainly no one. that.pretends. to diftin- 
guiſh the ſeveral Colours of Poetry, would exped 
that Juvenal, when he is Jaſhing of Vice and. Villa- 
ny; ſhould flow ſo ſmoothly, as Ovid, or Tibullus, 
when they are deſcribing Amours and Gallantries, and 
have nothing to diſturb and ruffle the evenneſs of their 
Stzle. | "EW" 0». LW 
* Howbeit, to ſhew that the way I took, was out of 
choice, not want of judgment, and that my. Genius 
is not wholly uncapale of performing upon more gay 
and agreeable Subjetts, if my humour inclined me to 
exerciſe it, 1 have pitch d upon theſe two, which 
the greateſt men of ſenſe have allowed to be ſome of the 
ſofteſt and tendereſt of af Antiquity. Nay, if we 


wil] 
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4d 48tiove Rapine;one of rhe beſt:Cvirichs which theſ 
latter ages have produced ; rheyWav6-no other fontr, 
than that they are tow' wely Heleate F Pb Chaz 
ratler of Paſtoral, whieh-fþ Þ Jeet 200 Yaboured 
and whoſe chief beauty is a tnaffe edt io plates 
and HBOY, RV Y AY eLIVAR Ch  OARAge 
Fred ade lawewts the Death of Adoris has beew = 
at tempred in Latine by feveral grow Moſfers, nome 
Yulcanius, Douzay ax#Monfieutle'Fevre: | The 
of them has done it hv, ner, but wi. 
of the Poem toward the latter end untouch” 


my own Fancy. 
The Tranſlation of that upon Bion was begun by 
another Hand, as far as the firſt fifteen Verſes, but 
who was the Author I could never yet learn. I have 
been told that they were done by the Earl of Roche- 
{ter ; but Icould not well believe it, both becauſe he 
ſeli{ow rpedled with ſuch Subjefts, and more eſpecially 
by reaſon of an uncorreft line, or two to be found 
amongſt them, at their firſt coming to wy hands,whbich 
never us'd to flow from his excellent Pen. Conceivin 
it to be in the Original, a piece of as much Art, Grace, 
and Tenderneſs, as perhaps was ever offered to the 
Aſhes of a Poet, 1 thought fit to dedicate it to the 
memory of that incomparable Perſon, of whom nothing 
can be ſaid, or thought ſo choice and curious, which 
his Deſerts do not ſurmount. If it be thought meax 
to have borrowed the ſenſe of another to praiſe him 
—_— Fa 
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in,-yet at leaſt it argues at the ſame time a value and 
reverence, that Idurſt not think.any thing of my own 
good enough for his\Commendation.. 2 

This is all, which Tjudg material to be ſaid of theſe 
following Reſueries,, As for:\what others are to be 
found in the parcel, I reckon Fokk not worth menti- 
ning in particular, ' but leave them wholly. open and 
unguarded tothe mercy of the Reader ; let him make 
hes Attaques howgand where the pleaſe. 
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=> Hould __ ill "IE in a wild fon 
GC: a mans Head an Horſes ſlioulders joyri, 
Or Fiſhes Tail t6 4 fair Wortdiis Waſte, - '5 
Or draw the Limbs of many a differetitBeaſt, 


IlLmatct'd; and with as miotly Feathers dreſt ; 


If you by chance were to paſs by his Shop ; 
Could you:forbear from laughing at the F Op; 


And not believe him whimſical, or mad? 


Credit me; Sir; that Book is quiteas bad} 


AZ 


oY 
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As worthy laughter, which throughout is fill'd 


With monſtrous inconſiſtencies, more vain;and wild 
Than ſick-mensDreams, whoſe heither head, nor tail, 
Nor any partsin due proportion fall. 

But "twill be ſaid, Noxe ever did deny 

Painters and Poets their free liberty 

Of feigning any thing : We orant ir rrue,, 

And the ſame privilege crave and allow : 

Burt to mix natures clearly oppoſite, 

| To make the Serpent and the Dove unite, 

| | Or Lambs from ſavage Typers ſeek defence, 

| Shocks Reaſon, and the Rules of common Senſe. 


Some; who would have us think they meant to 
LICAL 


At firſton Arguments of greateſt weight, 


Are proud, when here and there a glittering line 
Does through the mals of their coarſe rubbiſhfhine: 
In gay digreſfions they delight torove, 
Deſcribing here a Temple, there a Grove, 
A Vale cnameFd o're with: pleaſant ſtreams, 
A painted Rainbow, or the gliding Thames. 
But 
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But how daes this relate to their deſign D y 


Though good elſewhere, *cis here bur foiſted in, 
A common Dawber may perhaps have skill 
To paint a Tayern Sign, or Landskip well : 
But what is this ro drawing of a Fight, 
A Wrack, a Storm, or the /a/t Judgment right 2 
When the fair Model, and Foundation ſhews, 
That you ſome great Eſcaria! would produce, 
How comes it dwindled to a Cottage thus? 
In fine, . whatever work you mcan to frame, 
Be uniform, and every where the ſame, 

Moſt Poets, Sir, ('tis cafic to obſcrye ) 
Into rhe worft of faults arc apt to ſwerve 
Through a falſc hope of reaching excellence : 
Avoiding length, we often cramp our Senlc, 
And make't obſcure ; oft, when we'd have our ſtilo 
Eaſie, and flowing, loſe its force the while : 
Some, ſtriying toſurmaunt the common flight, 
Soar up in airy Bombaſt out of ſighr. 
Others, who tear to a bold pitch to truſt 


Themſelves, flag.low, and humbly ſweep tae duſt » 
A 3 An 
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And many fond of ſeeming marvellous, 


White they too careleſly tranſgreſs the Laws 
Of likelihood, moſt odd Chimeras fcign, 
Dolphins 1 in Woods, and Boars upon the Main. 
Thus they, who would take aim,but want the skill, 
Mib alway S, and ſhoot wide,or narrow ſtill. 
Qae of the meaneſt Workmen i inthe Town 
Can i imitate the Nails, or Hair 1 N Srone, 
And tothe life enough perhaps, who yet 
Wants maſtery to make the Work complete : 
Troth, Sir, if 'rwere my fancy1 to compoſe, 
Rather than be this bu peling wretch, 1 d chooſe 
To wear acrooked and unſightly Noſe 
| Mongft other handſom features of Face 
Which only would ſet off my uglinels | 
Be ſure all you thatunderraketo write, 
To chuſe 4 Subject for your Genius fir : 
Try long and ofren what your Talents are ; 
Whar iS the burthen, which your parts will ear; 
And where they” | fail : he that diſcerns with $kill 


To cull his Argument, and matrer well, 
£:- 1 Will 


Horace his Art of Poetry. 5 
Will never be to ſeck for Eloquence 
| Todrefs, or method to diſpoſe his Senſe._ 
They the chief Art, and Grace in order ſhow 
(It I may claim any pretence to know ) 
Who time diſcreetly what's to be diſcours'd, 
What ſhould befaid art laſt, and whar at firſt : 
Some paſlages at preſent may be heard, 
Others till afterward are beſt deterr'd : 
Verſe, which difdains the Laws of Hiſtory, 
Speaks things notas they are,” but ought to be : 
Whoever will in Poetry excel, 
Mult learn, and uſe this hidden ſecret well. 
'Tis next to be obſery'd, that care is due, 
And ſparingneſs in framing, words anew : 
You ſhew your maſt'ry, it you have the knack 
Soto make uſe of what known word you take, 
To give't anewer ſenſe: it there be need 
For ſome uncommon matter to be faid , 
Pow'r:of inventing terms may be allow'd, 


Which Chaucer and his Age nc're underſtood : 


A 4 | Pro- 
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Provided always, as 'twas ſaid before, 


We ſeldom, and diſcreetly uſe thar' pow 'r. 

Words newand forein may be beſt brought in, 

If borrow'd from a Languagenear akin: 

Why ſhould the peeviſh Criticks now forbid 

To Lee, and Dryden, what was not deny'd 

To Shateſpear, Ben, and Fletcher heretofore, 

For which they praiſe, and commendation bore 2 

If Spencer's Muſe be juſtly ſoador'd 

For chat rich copiouſneſs, wherewith he ſtor'd 

Our Native Tongue; for Gods fake why ſhould I 

Straight be thought arrogant; if modeſtly 

T claim and uſe the ſelt-fame liberty 2 

This the juſt Right of Poets ever was, 

And will be ſtill, ro coin what words they pleaſe, 

Well fitted to the preſent Age, and Place, 
Words with the Leaves of Frees a ſemblance hold 

In this reſpect, where every year the old 

Fall off, and new ones in their places grow : 


Death is the Fate of all chings here below ; 


Horace bis. Art of Foetry. 7 
Nature her (elf by Art has changes felt, 
The Zargier Mole ( by our great Monarch built Y 
Like a yaſt Bulwark.in the Ocean ſer, 
Frem Pyratesand from Storms defends our Fleet z 
Fens every day aredrain'd, and Men now Plow, 
And Sow, and Reap,where they before might Row, 
And Rivers have been taught by Middleton 


From their old courſe within new Banks to run, > 


bs 


And pay their uſcful Tribute to the Town. 

If Mans and Natures works ſubmit to Fate, 

Much leſs muſt words expett a laſting date : 

Many which we approve for currant now, 

In the next Age out of requeſt ſhall grow ; 

Andothers which are now thrown out of doors, 

Shall be reviv'd, and come again in force, (draw, 

If cuſtom pleaſe : from whence their yogue they 

Which of our Speech is the ſole Judg, and Law. 
Homer firſt ſhew'd us in Heroick ſtrains 

To writeof Wars, of Battles and Campaigns, 

Kings and great Leaders,mighty in Renown, 


And him we ſtill tor qur chicf Patrern own, 
Soft 
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Soft Elegy, deſign'd for grief, and tears, 
Was firitdevis'd to grace ſome mournful Herle : 
Since to a brisker note 'ris taught to moye, 
Andcloaths our paycſt Paſſions, Joy, and Love. 
Burt, who was firſt Inventer of the kind, 
Criticks have ſought, but never yet could find. 
Gods, Heroes, Warriors, and the lofry praiſe 
Of peaceful Conquerors in Pi/a's Race, 


The Mirth and Joys, which Love and Wine 
produce, | 


With other wanton fallics of a Muſe, 
The ſtarely Ode does for its Subjects chooſe. 
Archilechus to vent his Gall and ſpite, 
In keen lambicks firſt was known to write : 
Dramatick Authors us'd this fort of Verſc 
On all the Greek and Rowan Theaters, 
As for Diſcourſe and Converſation fit, - 
And apr'ittodrown the noiſes of the Pit, 
If I diſcern nor the true ſtile and air, 


Nor how to giye the proper Character 


To 
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Toevery kind ot work ; how darel claim, | 
And challenge to my ſelf a Poers Name ? 
And why had I with awkard modeſty, 
Rather than learn, always unskilful be ? 
Valpone and Moroſe will not admir 
Of Catiline's high ſtrains, noris it fir N 
To make S:janus on the Stage appear 
In the low drefs, which Comick perſons wear. - | | 
What c're the Subject be, on which you write, 
Give each thing its due place, and time aright : 
| - Yet Comed y ſometimes may raiſe her ſtile, 
And angry Chremes is allow'd toſwel), 
And Tragedy alike ſometimes has leave 
| Tothrow off Myeſty, when 'tis to grieve: 
Peleus and Telephus in miſery, 
Lay their big words, and bluſtring language by, 
It they expe@ro make their Audience cry. 
Tis not enough to have your Plays ſucceed « 
That they be elegant : they muſt not need 


Thoſe 


© 
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Thoſe warm and moving touches which impart ') 


A kind concernment to each Hearers hearr, 

And raviſh it which way they pleaſe with art. * 
Where Joy and Sorrow put on good diſguiſe, | 
Ours with the perſons looks ſtraight ſympathize : 
Would'ſt haveme weep? thy (clf muſt ficſt begin: 
Then, 7elephus, to pity I incline, 

And think thy caſe; and all thy ſuff'rings mine ; 
But jt-thou'rt made toadtt thy part amiſs, 

I can'c forbear roſleep, or laugh, or hils, 

Let words expreſs the looks, which ſpeakers wear 3 
Sad, fit a mournful, ahd dejected air ; 

The paſſionate muſt huft, and ſtorm, and raye; 
The gay be plcaſant, and the ſerious grave. 


For Nature works, and moulds our Frame within, 


To take all manner of Impreſſions in, 


Now makes us hot, and ready to take fire, 


Now hope, now joy, now ſorrow does inſpire, 
Andall theſe paſſions in our tacc appear, 


Of which the Tongue is ſole interpreter : 


WW 
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But he whoſe words,'and Forrunesdo-nor furt,!! -::*{ 
By Pit and Gall ry both, is hooted out. ' | 

Obſerve what ChataCters your perſons Mgr! 
Whether the Maſter ſpeak, or Tede{4t:e- |: ;- || 
Whether a man, that's elderly-in-groweh; | -. 
Or a brisk Hotſpur ia his boiling youth $161 A (500 
A roaring Bully, .or a thirking Cheat, - \ ag f 
A Court-bred Lady, or a tawdry Gitz. x H7 
A prating Goſſip, ora jilting Whore, + 11) 17 
A ttayell'd Merchant, or an home ſpan Boor : -| |. 
Spaniard,or French, Italian, Dutch,or 'Dane ; -- » 
Native of 7urky, India, or Japan. 
Either from Hiſtory: your perſons take, 

Or ler themnothing inconſiſtent ſpeak * 
If you bring great 4ch;/es on the Stage, . | +151 
Let him be fierce and brave, all heat and rage,; 7 .:-! 
Inflexible, and head-ſtrong re all Laws, ... 3 
But thoſe, which Arms:and: hisown will impolſe.: '/ 
Cruel Med:a muſtno pity havey- + : - #1 


[xion muſt be treacherous; no grieve, 


Tomuſt wander, and Oreſtes rave, 
| But 
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But it.you dare to tread in paths unknown; 
And boldly ſtart new perſons of your own j/ 
Beſure.to make them in one train agrec; 

And letthe end like the beginning be, 
© "Tisdifficult for Writers to ſucceed 
On Arguments, which none before havetri'd: 
The 7iad, or the Odyſſee with caſe. HER": 
' Will better furniſh Subjes for your Plays, - 
Than that you ſhould your own Invention truft;; - 
And broach unheard-6f things your ſelf the firft. - 
In copying others works, to make them pals; | 
And ſeem your own; let thefe few Rules take uw: | 
When you ſomeof their Story. rapreſent, *-/ 
Take care that-you tiew Epiſodes invent + * '- 
Be not toonice the Authors words to tracey” - 7 
Bur vary all with-afreſh air;,and peace; © *o 11! 22. 
Nor fuch ſtri&&rules of imiration-chooſe; , 12:55 / 
Which you muſtſtilkbe tied-to follow eloſeyio:'2 2156 
Or forc'd to a retregr foriwant of tom, f: 


| Give over, and ridiculous become: 
/ 


Do 
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Do not like that affected Fool begin, 
King Priam's Fate, and Troy's faw'd W/ ur, T fing, 
What will this mighty Promiſer produce ? 
Youlook for Mountains, and out creeps a Mouſe, - 
How ſhort is this of Zower's fine Addres, 
And Art, whone're ſays any thing amils.? 
Muſe, ſpeak the man, Who fince Troy's laying waſte 
Into ſuch numerous Dangers has beencaſt, 


i 


So many Towns, and various People paſt; | 

He does not laviſh at a blaze his Fire, 

To glare a while, and ina Snuftexpire : 

But modeſty ar firſt conceals his light, | 
In dazling wonders, then breaks forth to ſight ;- 
Surprizes you with Miraclesall o're, . 
Makes dreadful Scylla and Charybdis roar, 
Cyclops, and bloudy Leftrygons deyour : 
Nor does he time in long Preambles ſpend, 
Deſcribing Meleager's rutul end, 


When he's of Diomed's, return totreat; 
Nor when he would the Zrejax War relate, - 


The Tale of brooding Leda's Eggs repcar. 
| Bur 
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But ſtill tothe deſign'd event hafles on, - 

And at firſt daſh, 45 if before*twere known; 

Embarques youin the middle of the Plot; 

And what is unimprovable leaves our, | 

And mixes Truth and Fiction skilfully, 

That nothing in the whole may diſagree. 
.Whoe're you are, that ſer your ſelves to write; 

If|you expet to have your Audience fit 

Fill the fifth A be done, and Curtain fall; 

Mind what Inſtructions I ſhall further tell+ ** 

Our Guiſe, and Manners alret withour Age,” 

And ſuch they-muſt be broughtupon the Srage;* 
A Child; who newly ha$to Speech artain't} cok 

And now can ge without the Nurſes hand, | 

To play witly'thoſe of his own growth i is Lamps 

Suddenly angry, and as ſo6n-appeas'd, 

Fond of new Trifles, and as quickly cloy'd, 

And loaths next hour what herhe laſt etyoy d. 
{ The beardles Youth from Pedagogue got 160fe} 

Poe Dogs and Hotles for kis MRS chboſe $30 


- 
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Yielding, and loft to every print of vice, 
Reſty to thoſe who would his faults chaſtifs, 
Cireleſs of Profit, of expences vain, 
Haughty, arid cager his deſires & obtaih. 
And ſwiftro quit the ſame deſires again. | 
' Thoſe, who to manly years, arid ſenſe are grown 
Seek Wealth arid Friendſhip, Honour and Renown: 
And arediſcreet, and feartul how toaCt 
What after they muſt alter and corredt; 
Diſeaſes, Ills, and Troubles numberleſs 
Attend old Men, and with their Ageincrealt : 
In painful toil they ſpend their wretched years, 
Sill heaping Wealth, arid with that wealth new 
Fond to poſlels, and fearful to enjoy, ( cares? 
Slow, and ſuſpicious in their managty, _ 
Full of Dzlays, and Hopes, lovets of caſe; 
Greedy of life, moroſe, and liard to pleale; 
Envious at Pleaſures of the young and gay, 
Where they themſelves now wanr-a ſtock to play ; 
I!l natur'd Cenſors of the preſent Ape; - 


And what has paſt ſince they haye quit the Stage ; 
B Bur 


16 Horace his Art 'of Poetry. 
But loud Admirers of Queen Beſe's time, 


And what was done whea they were in their prime, 
Thus, what our tide of flowing years brings in, 

Still with our ebb of 1ife goes our agen : 

The humors of Fourſcore will never hir 

One of Fifteen, nor a Boy's part befit 


A full-grown-mag : it ſhews no mean Addreſs, 


If you the tempers of each Age expreſs, 

Some thingsare beſt ro act; others to.tell ; 
Thoſe by the car convey'd, donot fo well, 
Nor balf fo movinglyafte& the mind, 
As what we to our cyes preſented find. 
Yer there are many things, which ſhould notcome 
In view, nor paſs beyond the Tiring Room: 
Which, after in expreſſive Language told, 
Shall pleaſe the Audience more, than to behold : 
Let not Medea ſhew her fatal rage, 
And cur her Childrens Throats upon the Stage: 
.Nor Oedipus tear out his cyc-balls there, 


Nor bloudy Atreus his dire Feaſt prepare : 


Cadmus, 
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Cadmuw, nor P rogue their odd clianges take," : / 
This to a Bird, the other to a Snake: - 

Whareyer ſo incredible you ſhow; 


Shocks my - Bgliet,- and. ſtraight | gant nauſeous 
grow. n 


Five Atts,no more,ngr 1cyour Play muſt have, 
It you'l an handſom Third Days ſhare reccive. 
Let not a God be ſumman'd to attend 
On a ſlight errand, ngx an' Wire deſcend, 
Unleſsth' i importange 0 of the Plot cngage z 
Andlct but Three at onceſpeak onthe Stage, 

Be ſure to make the Chorus ſill promote 
The chiet Intrigue and buſineſs of the Plot : 
Berwixt the Acts there muſt be nothing Sung, 
Which does not to the main Deſign belong : 
The praiſes of rhe Good muſt here be tldz 
The Paſſions curb'd, and foes of Vice extoll'd : 


Here Thrift and Temperance, and wholeſome : 
Laws, | 


Strict Juſtice, and the gentle calms of Peace | 
Muſt have their Commendations, and Applauſe : 
B 2 And 
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And Prayers muſt be ſent to Heayen to'guide 
Blind Fortunes blellings to the juſter ſide, 

To raiſe the Poor, and lowerproſp'rous Pride: 
-Artfirſt the-Mufick of out'Stave was rtde, 
Whilſt in the C ock- Pit and Black Friers it ſtood : 
Agd this might) pleaſe enough i in former Reigns, 


A thrifty, thin, and ba{hful Audience: 

When Buſſy 4 Ambois and his Fultian cook, © 
And men were raviſh'd with Queen Gordobuc. 
. But ſince our Monarch by kind Heaven ſent, 


/ 


Brought back the Arts with him from Baniſhmenr, 
And by his gentle influence gave increaſe 
To all the harmleſs Luxuries of peace: 
Favout'd by him, our Stage has flouriſh'd too, 
| And every day in outward ſplendor grew : 
In Muſick, Song, and Dance of every kind, 
And all thegrace of ACtion'tis tefin'd ; 
And ſince chat Opera's at length came in, 
Our Players have fo well improv'd the Scene 


With gallantry of Habit, and Machine , 
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. As makes our Theater'in Gloty vie" * ! 7 
With the beſt Ages of | Aritiquity OA yiom!/! 217 
And mighty Roſcius wetc helivingnow, >. 
Would envy. both oiir Stage, andAitingaoo. © 7 
Thoſe,” who did-ficſt in Tragedy eflay:'77 
( When a vile Goat was allche Poefgduyy'nl tt v1 
Us'd to allay their Subje&&praviey: > L 25:1. 1% 
With encerludes of Mirth; aid Raillesy: Jl 
H:re they brought rough, and naked Satyrs jn/ 
Whoſe Farce like TY Motion; ITT and 
Meen os Ws RIS 
Reſemble thoſe of a. Ge al 
Becauſe ſuch antick Tricks, and 04d grimace, , ., 


After their drunken Feafts.on Holidays, ,. ., , . 
The giddy and hot-hgaded Rout yould pleale 2, 
As the wild Fearsof Merry Angrews,q9w, . |, A 
Divert the ſenſleſs Crowd at Bartho/mem, 1... 

But he, that would. in. this Mock- way excel, Tm 


(ICT! v 


And exerciſe che Art of Railing well, _, .. 1 49 


Had need with diligegce obſerve this Rule... - 


j 14.5 | 2193 


In turning ſerious things rorid icyle : 


B 3 If 
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If he an Hero, or a God bringin, ' 4 (90117 
With Kingly Robes and Scepter lately ſeen{; *! : -. 
Let them not ſpeak, like Burleſque Chatadters;'-- 
The wirof -Billngſzate and Temple ſaiys+ | | «| 
' Nor, while they of thoſe meanneſſes beware, 
| In rearing lines of Bejatet appear. 
Majeſtick Tragedy as much diſdains 
To condeſeend to low, arid trivial ſtrains : - : 
(As @ Court-Lady thinks herſelf diſgrac'd 
p To Dahce with: Dowdies ata Nay-polo#c calt.. 


/ It in this kind you will attempt to write, 


You mult no broad and clowlith words admit : 

Nor muſt you fo fo \conforind yout CharaCters, | 
s not to mind whar perſon: tis appeats. 

Take aKhown Shbje&; and invent it well, 

And ler yok ſtile be ſmoorh and natural: 


They!” find it "Karl, Yah imitate in vain : FT 


90 much does method and connexion grace | 
F;- 
The comtiion it thing 95, the Plaineſt matters raiſe. 


, 7 » 
m__ 10 BA, 
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In my opinion 'cis abſurd and odd, 


To make wild Satyrs,'coming from the Wood, 
Speak the fine Language of the Park and Mal, 
As ifthey had their Training at Whitehall : 
Yet, tho't- would not have their Words tooquaint, 
Much leſs cah Þ allow tliem impudent : 
For menof- Breeding,”and of 'Quality 
Muſt needs be ſhock'd with fulſam Ribalery : 
Which, though it paſs the Footboy and the Cit, 
Is always nauſeous to the Box, and Pit. 

There are but few, who have ſuch skilfal cars 
To judg of artleſs, andill meaſured Verſe. 
This till of Tate was hardly underſtood, 
And ſtill there's too much liberty allow'd. 
But will you therefore be:fo much a fool 
To write arrandom, and negleCt a Rule » 
Or, while your faults arc ſer to general view, 
Hope all men ſhould be blind, or pardon you 2 
Who would not fach fool-hardineſs condemn, 
Wh:re,tho perchange you may eſcape from blame, | 


Yer praiic you nzver canexpett, or claim 2 
B 4 There 
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Therefore be ſure your ſtudy to apply 


To the great patterns of Antiquity : 

Ne're lay the Greeks and Romans qut of ſight, 

Ply them by day, and think. qn them by night. 

Rough hobbling numbers were allow'd fpr Rhime, 

And clenchfor deep conceit in fprmer time:: ; 

With toq much paticnge ( not ta call it worſe) 

Porh were applauded in our Anceſtors : 

If you, or T haye ſenſetg judg aright 

Betwixt a Quibble, and true ſterling Wit z -- 

Or car enough to pive the difference 

Ot ſweet well-ſounding Verſe from doggrel trains, 
T heſpis ("tis ſaid ) did Tragedy deviſe, 

Unknown belore, ang rude at itsfirſt riſe: 

In Carts the Gypſic Actors ſtrow[Þ'd; about, - 

With faces ſmear'd with Lecs of Wine -and-:Soot,\ 


And through the Tawns amus'd the-wohdring\ 
rout 


' 
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Till Z#fchylus appearing to che Age, ;. 7 


Contriv'd 'da  Play- -houle, and © convenient Srage 


Found 
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Found out theuſeof Vizards,'and 4/Dreſs'  / 
( An handfomer, and more gentile Diſguiſe). | | 
And taught the Ators with aſtately Air, :'! ©» / 
And Meen to ſpeak, and 'Tread; and whatſoere } 
Gave Port, and grandeur cothe Theater, --:-5; {-11; 
Next this ſuccerged ancient:Commedy,. .:.- .:11c 
With good applauſe; till roo much liberty /'- w0T 
Ulurp'd by Writers had debauch'dthe'Stagg,:-"'-* 
And made .itgrowtheGrievanceof'the: Age: wal 
No merit was fecure,::no perſon free/. ff 1ogl as 21h 


From its licentious-Buftoonery :::// 
Till for redreſs the-Magiſtrate was fain * 
By Law thoſe Infolencies toreſtrain;-: - 

Our Authorsin'cach kind theit praiſe may claim! 
Who leave no pattis untrod, that lead to fame 2 
And well they merir-ir, who ſcorn'd to be ol 
So much the Vaſſals of- Antiquity, ': /*. 

As thoſe, who know no better.thanto. cloy 
With the old muſty Talcs. of :7hebes and 71 "__ Tz02 
But boldly thedullbcaten track: forfook, . 


And Subyets from-aur'Country:ſtery took. = 
Mol | Nor 
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Nor would our Nation lefs in Wit: appear; ! 


Than(in'its gfeat performances:of War;,'.: 

W cre there encouragementstobribe our care, /:// 

eijdiwe'to file; and figiſh dpare-the pains, 

nd add but jufliiefs to our manty ſenſc. 

Bur, Sir, let nathinp;rempr youto bely 

Your skilh ani judgment, by mean flattery 5 11>: // 

Never, pretend'to like a piece of Wit, _ | Ui 

But what, yoh'recertain, is.conteQly: writ: ... 

But what has ſtood all Teſts, and is allow'd : -: 

By all to be unqueſtionably pood.: >. 
Becauſe ſome wild Enthufiaſts-there be - --- 

Who bar the Rules of Art i Pobtry. - 

Woukd haveit raptute all,! ahd-{carce admit | * 

A may of {oþtx.ſtnfe'tobea Witker c:i 141! ol 

Others by:this canceit have beenonſhed: | [15 v7 |! 44 

So much, that theyre grown. Rataitablycinade: » 

The Sotsaffe&taberctird alonepr! 0: 1hors -, 


Court Salitude arid Converſation ſhun, , 0i(3 eV 
In dirty Cladths;anda.wild Garbiapperr, |.» 


And {carte arg brought tocyrttheirNails and Har 
2, An 


Horace bi \Art of Pottty, | =_? 
And hops to purchave eredicarid efteety, 7 * 
When they, like Colmve?'s Porewr, frantick ſeem,” 

 Strahge!chac the very bibigtit of 'Eunacy, *! 1+ 
Beyond the cure of 4#ev, ereſhould be © ' ih) 
A markof the Ele& in Porrry, ' 7 7 © 1l7 
How:muth an'Afs am I that us'd ro:Bleed,/ -: 517i 
And take a Purge eath Spring tooleat ty Head: þ! 
Noue otherwiſe would be'fo good asT, ” * 11.77 
At.tofry- ſtrains, abd tans of 'Pgetry «þ!."' 1» 1511 V7 
But, faith, Fam noryecls fond of Fatne, 

. To loſe my Realotora Poets natne.- / 1) #7 
Tho Imy ſelf afvriptdifposd cowrites 
In others ] mayſ&tv&toſhatpeti Wir: 

| Acquaint them whara Poet's duty is;/ 

And how he ſhallpeefartn it with tucteſs: _— 

- Wheneedlie intvccials for his work rb ſoupht;” 
And, hownittosKilful Art they-tiuſt be whought $ 
Andihew wht isand is ri6t decency; 33007] 
And wheteHis faulty and excellencies the, it 1-4. 

1 @ood{onft cult heithe certaiti Nandard Nil” 

To alla wiltyndio eng welt 197 


7 
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If you! axrive/at that, 'you needs muſt be:. 
Well yers& and greunded-in- Philoſophy: 

(Th chooſea Subject, which-you Rh know, 

 JAnd words unſought thereon will caſie-flowsy: 

{Mhoe re will write, muſt diligently. mind:..rr: / 
The ſeveral forts and ranks of: humane kind! ' 
He that has learn, : whac to'his Country's; dus, 
What we to Parents, Friends,:;and Kindred: owe,” 
What chargea.Stateſman; 0: aJudg/dots beas,: / 
And whagthe pasts of a Commander _ 

Will never be.gtlo(s ( he-may beſure )//c: 4 
To give eagh perſen their gue portraiturge:. 

Take humancylifg for your(riginal, 1 2-115 
Keep but yoys;Neaughts £ that; ,you'T:neverfail 

SometimesinPlays, though elfe[but badly! writ 
With nought;ofiForce, or Grace,,ofrArtior Wi, 

yame ene; welh humour'd Ghardfter, Werment,bnly) 

That takes yS-marethan: all.theampty Scaties;n 4. 
And jingling goygof” moreglaborate Reogorly bnA 

 Gprerqhad command of Language, Wicand:Qnſe 


For cultivating:which theſpardnapains=:2 11, of 
JU 


Glory 
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Glory her ſole defign, and all her aim M1! > "ne 


? — 
s  - 


Was how to gain here ſelt immortal Fame: 
Our Engliſh Youth another way are bred, 


They're fitted for a Prentiſhip, and Trade, 


And Wingate's all the Authors, which they vel | 
read. | t 

The Boy has been a Year at Writing-School, [ 
Ha learnt Diviſion, and the Golden Rude ; 
Scholar enough ! cries theold dotina Fool, 
Pl] hold a Piece, hel prove an Alderman, 
And come to fit at Church with's Furs and Chain. 
+ This is tlie top deſign, the'only praiſe, 
And ſole ambition of the booby Race : 
Whilethis baſe ſpiricin the Age doesreign, , 
And men might nought but Wealrlvand fordid gain, 
Can weexpett or hope it ſhould bring forth 
A work in Poctry of any worth, 
Fit for the learned Bodley to-admit 
Among its Sacred Monuments of Wit ? 

A Poet ſhould inform us, ' or divert, 


Burjoyning both he ſhews his chicteſt Art: 
What. 
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Whatever Precepts you pretend! tg give,.,. 


Bc ſure to lay them down horh clear and brief : 

By that they” rc eaſier far to zapprehend, . META 
By this mare fairhfully preſery'd in mind: "Y | 

All things ſyperfluous are apt to cloy 

The Judgment, and ſurcharge the Memory. 


Let whatfoe'r of Fiction you briag in, 
Be fo like Truth, to ſcem'at leaſt akin : . 
Do not improbabilities conceiye, 
And hope to.ram them into my belict : . + :. - 
Ne'remake a Witch upon the Stage appear, 
Riding enchanted Broomftick throughthe Airt 
Nor Canibal a living Infant ſpew, :n&910 
Which he had murther'd, and devour'd-bit now. 
The graver Jorr diſlike all Poetry, (2; 
Which does not ( as they call it ) cdifie: 
And youthful ſparks as muchthar Wir dilpile, 
Which is not ſtrew'd with pleaſant Gaicties. 


But he, that has the knack of mingling well 
What isof uſe with what's agreeable, - 
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T bat knows at once how to inſtruct; and pleaſe, 


Is juſtly crown'd by all, mens (ufffages : 
Theſe are the works, which yalucd every where, / ! 
Enrich Paul's Charch-yard and the Stationer : 
Theſe admiration chrough all Nations claim, | 
And through all Agesſpread cheir Aurhor's Fame. / 


Yet there are faults wherewith we ought to} 
bear ; 


An Inſtrument may ſometimes chance to jar 


In the beſt hand, in ſpighr of all its care: 

Nor havel known that skilful Marks-man yer 
So fortunate, who neyer miſt the White. | 
Bur where many excellencies find, 

I'm not ſo nicely critical to mind 

Each ſlight miſtake an Author may produce, 
Which humane frailty juſtly may excuſe. 

Yet he, who having oft been taught ro mend 
A Fault, will ſtill purſue it tothe end, 

Is like that ſcraping Fool, who the ſame Note 
Is cyer playing. and is eyer out, 


And 
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Andiflyas that-bubble every whit, 


' Whoart theſelffameblot is always hit: 


When fucha lewd: incorrigible fot 

Lucks by meer chance upon ſome happy thought 

Among ſuch'filthy traſh, 1 vex ro ſee't, 

 Atid wonder how { the Devil , he came by” rc. 

In works of bulk and length we now and thei) 
May grant an Author to be overſeen: | Wt 

- Homer himlelf, how facred ere hes is, : 

Yet claims not apretence! to Faultleſneſs. ef 

Poems with Piftures a reſemblance bear; | *- 

Some ( beſl at diſtance ) ſhun a view too near : 

Ochers are bolder, and ſtand off ro fight ; 

_ Theſe love the ſhade,choſe chooſe che cleateſl lioht, 
And dare the ſurvey of che Skilfull'ſt ey Cs: 

| Some nce,and ſome tet thouſand times will pleaſes 

Sir, though your ſelf ſo much of knowledg own 
In theſe affairs, that you can leatn of none, 


Yet mind This certain truth which I'lay down : 3 
Moſt Callings elſe do difference allow, 
| Whore ordinary Parts, and-Skill may doi 
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I've known Phyſicians, . who reſpe& might claim, 
The they ne're roſe to iliohisgtarfame Us 
And there ate Preachers who have great renown, 
Yer.ne'recomeupto Sprat,ot7ilotfor : 

And Counſellors,' orPteaders in the Hall: :; | «1. 
May have eſtecnd, arid praftiee} tho they. fall 

Far ſhort of ſmooth-tongd! Finch: in Eloquence;” 
Tho they waat Szlde's Leathiog; /; anghan's ſen(e, 
' But Verſe alone does of. no'mearcadmir; 

| Whocre will pleats, int! pleaſe us to the height: 
He muſt a Cowley or a Fleckno be, 

For there's nofecond Rate-in Poetry : 


A dull infipid Writer none can bear, 
In every place heis the publick jeer, 11241. 
And Lumber of the Shops and Stationer, 1: 
No man that underſtands ro make a Feaſt; 
With a coarſe Deſſert will offend his Gueſt, 
Oc bring ill Muſick iti to grate the ear, 
Becauſe 'ris what the. entertain might ſpate : 
"Tis the fame caſe with thoſe that deal in Wir, 


Whoſe main deſign*and cnd ſhould be delight : 
x © They 


- 32 Horace: hs \.Art of Poetry. 

hey muſt by this ſanic; ſeatence ſand, ortall, 

Be highlyexcellent;/'or nor at all. - - | 
' Inall things elſe, fave only Poetry, 

Men ſhew fomelignsof common modeſty : 

You! hatdly fied a Fencer ſo unwile,. 

Who art Bear-garden&rcmwill:fight a Prize, 

Not laving learat:before : nor at a Wake 

One, that wamts'skill and ſtrengrh,che Gindle take, 

Or be ſo vain the pond Tous Weight to fling, 

For fear they ſhould be hifs'd our of the Ring, 

Yer every Coxcamb will pretend to Verſe, - 

And write in ſpight of natute, and his Sars : 

All ſorts of Subjedts challengeart this time 

- The Liberty, and Property of Rhimc. 

: The Sot of honour, ond of being great 

By ſomethingelſe than Ticle, and Eſtate, 

As if a Patent pave himclaim to ſent, 


O: *rwere entail'd with an Inherirance, 
Believes :a caft of Foot-boys, and arſet 
Of Flanders muſt advance him to a Wits 
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But you who have the judgment to deſcty 
Where you excel, which way your Taletits lie; 
I'm ſure, will nevet be induc'd to ſtrain 
Your Genius; or attempt againſt your yeiti. 
Yet ( this let meadviſe ) it e're you write; 
Let none of yourcompolures ſee the light, 


 Tillthey've been throughly weigh'd; and paſt tlis 


Teſt 
Of all thoſe Judges whoare thought the belt : 


While iti yout Desk they're lotk'd up from tlie 
Preſs, 


You've power to corre them as you pleaſe : 

But when they once come forth to view of all, 

Your Faults are Chronicled, and paſt recall, 
Orpheus the firſt of the inſpired Train, 

By force of powerful nunibers did reſtrain 

Mankind from rage, and bloudy cruelty, 

And taught the barbarous world civility; 

Hence roſe the Fition; which the Pocts fram'd; 

That Lions were by's tuncfulMagick tam'd, 


Cz And 
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And Tygers, charm'd by his harmonious lays, 


Grew gentle, and laid by theirfavagencls : 
Hence that, which of Amphion too they tell, 
The pow'r"of 'Wwhoſe miraculous Lute could call 
The well-plac'd ſtones into the 7heban Wall. 
Wondrous were the effects of primitive Verſe, 
Which ſetled and reform'd'the Univerſe: 
This did all things to their due ends reduce, 
To publick, private, ſacred, civil uſe : 

Marriage for weighty cauſes was ordain'd, 
That bridled luſt, and lawleſs Love reſtrain'd; + : 
' Cities with Walls, and Rampiers were inclog'd, 
And property with wholfom Laws diſpos'd + 
And bounds were fix'd of Equity and Right, 
To guard weak Innocence from wrongful might. 
Hence Poets have been held afacred name, 

And plac'd with firſt Rates inthe Liſts of Fame. 
Next theſe, great Zomer tothe world appear'd, 


Around the Globe his loud alarms were heard, 


Which all the brave to war-like ation fir'd : 
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And Hed after him with uſeful skill 
Gaye Leſſons to inſtruct che Plough-mans toil. 
Verſe was the-language of the gods of old, 

In which their ſacred Oracles were told: 


In Verſe were the firſt rules of yertue taught, 


By Verſe ſome have the love of Princes gain'd, 

Who oft vouchſafe fo to be entertain'd, 

And with a Muſe their weighty cares unbend. 

Then think ir no diſparagement, dear Sir, 

To own your ſelf a Member of that Quire, 

Whom Kings eſteem, and Heaven docs inſpire. 
Coneerning Poets there has been conteſt, 

Whether they're made by Arr, or Nature beſt ; 

Bur if I may preſume in this Afﬀair, 

Amongſt the reſt my judgment todeclare, 

No Art without a Genius will ayail, 

And Parts without the help of Art will fail : 

Bur both Ingredients oyntly mult unice 

To make the happy Character complete, 


C 3 


And Dottrine thence, as now from Pulpits ſoug/it : 


--— 
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Nane at New-market cver won the Prize, 


But us'd his Airings, and his Exercife, 
His Courſes and his Diets long before, 
And Wine,and Women tor a time forbore z 
Nor is there any Singing man, we know, 
Ot good Repute in cither Chappel now, 
But was a Learner once ( hel freely awn ) 
. And by long Praftice to that Skill has grown ; 
Bur each conceited Dunce, without pretence 
To the leaſt grainof Learning, Parts, or ſenſe, 
Or any thing but harden'd impudence, 
Sers up for Poetry, and dares engage 
With all the topping Writers of the Ape : 
* Why ſhould not he put in amongſt the reſt > 
T Damn him ! he ſeorns to come behind the beſt : 
* Declares himſelf a Wit, and vows to draw 
TO the next man, who &re diſowns him ſo. 
Scriblers of Quality who have Eſtate, 
To gain applauding Fools at any rate, 
Practiſe as many tricks as Shop-kepers 
Totorge a Trade, and put off naughty wares: 


Some 
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Some hire the Houſe their Follics to expole, 
And are at charge to be ridiculqus: 
Others with Wine, and Qrdinarics treat 
A needy Rabbleto cry uptheir Wit : 

'Tis ſtrange, that ſuch ſhould the true diff rence find 
Betwixt a ſpunging Knave and faithful Friend. 
Take heed how you c're proſtitute your ſenſe 
To ſuch a fawning crew of Sycophants : 

All fignsof being pleas'd the Rogues will feign, 
Wonder, and bleſs themſelves at cvery line. 
Swearing, * *7is ſoft ! "tis charming / tis Divine / 
Here they'l look pale, as if ſurpriz'd, and there 
In a diſguiſe of grief ſqueeze out a tear : 

Ofc ſeem tranſported with a ſudden joy, 

Stamp and lift up their hands in extaſte : 

' But, if by chance your back once turn'd appear, 
You'l have'em ſtrait pur out their tongues in jecr 
Or point, or gibe you with aſcornſul ſneer. | 
As they who truly grieve at Funerals, ſhew 

Leſs outward forrow than hir'd mourners do; 
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So true Admirers leſs concernment wear 

Before your face than the ham: Flatrerer. 

| They tell of Kings, who never would admit 

A Confident, or boſom- -Fayourite, 

Til ſtore of Wine had made his ſecrets float, 

And by that means they'd found his temper our : 

"Twere well if Pocts knew ſome way hkethis, £ 

How to diſcern their friends from enemies. | 
Had you conſulted learned Ben of old, 

He would your faulrs impartially have told : 


« T his Verſe correftion wants ( he would have 
laid ) 


* And ſo does this: It you replied, you had 
To little purpoſe ſeveral trials. made ; 

He preſently would bid you ſtrike a dath 

Qn all, and put 1n better in the place : 

Bur if he found you once a ſtubborn ſot, 
Thar would not be corrected in a fault ; 

He woulg,no morc4iis pains and counſel ſpend 


On an abandon d Foo! that ſcorn d to mend 5. 


But 
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But bid you in the Devils name goon, 
And hug your dear impertinence alone. 

A truſty knowing Friend will boldly dare 
Togive his ſenſe and judgment, whereſoe're 


He ſees a Fault: © Here, Sir, good-faith, youre 


low, 
&« And muſt ſome heightning on the place beſtow : 
C 7 here, if you mind, the Rhime is harſh, and rough, 
« And ſhould be ſoft 'ned to go ſmoothlier off + 
« Tour ſtrokes are here of Varniſh left too bare, 
« Tour Colours there too thick laid on appear : 
« Tour Metaphor is coarſe, that Phraſe not pure, 
« This Word improper, and that ſenſe obſcure. 
In fine, you'l find him a ſtridt Cenſurer, 
That will not your leaſt negligences ſpare 
Through a vain fear of diſobliging you: 
They are but ſlight, and trivial things, *tis true : 
Yet theſe ſame Trifles ( take a Poers word ) 
Matter of high importance will afford, 
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Whene're by means of them you come to be 
Expos'd to Laughter, Scorn, and Infamy. 

Not thoſe with Zord have mercy on their doors, 
Venom of Adders, or infefted Whores, -—_ 
Are dreaded worſe by men-of ſenſe, and Wit, . 
| Thana mad Scriblerin his raving fit : 


Like Dog, whoſe tail is pegg'd into a bone, 


The hooring Rabble all abour rhe Town, 
Purſue the Cur, aund pelehim up and down. - 
Should this poor Frantick, as he paſs'd along, 
Intent on's Rhiming work amidft the throng, 
Into Fleet-Ditch, or ſome deep Cellar fall, 

And till he rent his throat for ſuccour bawl, 
Noone would lend an helping hand ar call : 
For who (the Plague | ) could gueſs at his defign, 
Whether he did not for the nonce drop in ? 

1'd rell you, Sir, but queſtionleſs you've heard 
Of the odd end of a Sicilian Bard: 

Fond to be deem'd a pod, this fool ( it ſeems ) 
In's fit leapt headlong into AZtxq's Flames. 


Tr oth, | 
' 
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Troth, I could be content at Act might paſs, 


Such Poets ſhould have leave,” when c're they\, 


pleaſe, 


Todie, and rid us of our Grievances, 
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- 


A God's name let'em hang, or drown, or chooſe 


What other way they will themſelves diſpoſe, 
Why ſhould we life againſt their wills impoſe 


? 


Might that fame foal I mention'd, now revive, 


He would nat be reclaim'd, I dare believe, 
Bur ſoon be playing his old freaks again, 
And ſtill theſame capricious hopes retain, 
'Tis hard to gueſs, and harder to alledg 
Whether for Parricide, or $acriledg, 


Or ſome more ſtrange, unknown,and horrid crime, 


Done in their own, or their Fore-fathers rime, 


Theſe ſcribling Wretches haye been d amn' "Rr : 


Rhime : 
But certain 'tis, for ſuch a crack-braind Race 


Bedlam, or Hogsdon is the fitteſt place : 


Without their Keepers you had better chooſe 
To meer the Lions of the Tower broke looſe, 


Than 
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Than theſe wild fayage Rhymers in the ſtreor, 
Who with their Verſes worry all they meet : 
In vain you would relcaſc your ſelf; ſo cloſe | 
The Leeches cleave, that there's no getting looſe. 
| - Remorſlcſs they tonoentreaties yield, 

Till you are withinhumane non-ſenſe kill'd, 


—— "Y * a 
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Written in June, 1681, 


Iham forte vid ſacrd, &c. 


S I was walking in the Ma/ of late, 
/ \ Alone, and muſing on I know not what ; 


Comes a familiar Fop, whom hardly I | 
Knew by his name, and radely ſeizes me: 
Dear Sir, I'm mighty glad to meet with you : 
And pray, how have you done this Are, or two ? 
« Well 1 thank God ( ſaid T ) as times are now: 
& wiſh the ſame to you. And ſopaſsd on, 


Hoping with this the Coxcomb would be gone. 
7 Bur 
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But when I faw I could not thus pet free; 


] ask'd, what buſineſs elſe he had with me 2 

Sir (anſwered he ) If Learving, Parts, or Senſe 
Merit your friendſhip ; Thave juſt pretence. 

« I honour you (faidT) upon that ſcore, 

* Ard ſhall be glad to ſerve you to my power. 


Mean time, wild to pet looſe, I try all ways 
To ſhake him off: Sometiracs I walk apace, 
Sometimes ſtand ſtill: I frown, I chafe, I frer, 
Shrug, turn my back, asin the Baigeo, ſweat t 
And ſhewy all kind of ſigns to make him gueſs 


Ar my impatience, and uncaſineſs, 

* Happy the folk in Newgate ! ( whiſper'd I) 

* Who, tho in Chains are from this torment free + 
* Wou'd I were like rough Manly in the Play, 

& To fend Impertinents with kicks away. ! 

Heall the while baits me with tedious chat, 
Speaks much about the drought,and how the rate 
Of Hay is rais'd, and whit it now goes At 5 
Tells meof a new Comet at the Hague, 
Portcnding God knows what, a Dzarth of Plagye f 

aſe 


$ 
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Names eyery Wench, that paſles through the Park, 


How much ſhe is allow'd, and who the Spark, 
That keeps her: points, who lately gor a Clap, © 


And who atthe Groom-Porters had ill hap 

Three nights agoin play with ſuch a Lord : * * 
When he obſerv'd, I minded nor a'word, | 
And did no anſwer to his traſh afford; 

Sir, I perceive you ſkand on Thorns ( laid he) 

And fain willdpart : but, faith, it muſt not te : 
Come, let us take a Bottle, (I cried )© Noz 

« Sir, Tamin aCourſe, and dare not now. 

Then tell me whether you deſire to go : 

Pl wait upon you. © Oh ! Sir, tis too far : 

*« Twvifit croſs the Water : therefore ſpare 

« Tour needleſs trouble.Trouble ! Sirg tis none : 

'Tis more by half to leave you here alone. 

I have no preſent buſmeſs to attend, 

At leaſt which I'l] not quit for ſuch a Friend : 

Tell me not of the diſtance : for 1 wow, 
I'll cut the Line, double the Cape for you, 
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- Good faith, I will not leave you : make no words 


Go yon toLamberh 2? 1s zt to my Lords ? 
His Steward I moſt intimately know, 
Have often drunk with his Comptroller too. 
By this I found my Wheadle would not pals, 
But rather ſery'd my ſuftrings to increaſe : 
And ſeeing 'twas in vain to vex, or fret, 

I patiently ſubmirted to my Fate. 

Strait he begins again : Sir, if yolt knew 

My worth but half ſo throughly as T do; © 
Pm ſure, you would not value any Friend 

Tou have, like me: but that Iwon't commend - 
My ſelf, and my own Talents ; I might tel 
How many ways to wonder I excel. An 
None has a greater gift in Poetry, 

Or writes more Verſes with more eaſe than T : 
Pm grown the envy of the men of Wit, 

I kill'd ev'n Rocheſter with grief, and ſpight: 
Next for the Dancing part I all ſurpaſs, 
St. Andrew never. mov'd with ſuch a grace : 
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Had tis well known, when t're 1 feng, on ſts. 


Humphreys, nor Blow could ever match me yet. 
HereI got room to interrupt : : * F{ave you 

« A Mother, Sir, or Kindred living now 

Not one : they are all dead. « Troth, foTga:ft* 

* The happier they( ſaid I ) who are at reff. 

« Poor I amonly left untnurder'd yet - 

© Haſte, I beſeech you, and diſpatch me qaite : 

« For I am well convinc', my thme is 'conie : 

* heh T was young, a Gypfie told my doom: 


This Lad (id ſhe, and look'd'upon mytiand). 


Shall not by Sword, or Poyſon come to's end, 
Nor by the Fever, Dropfie, Gont,'or Stones © 
But he ſhall die by an eternal Tongge t 

T herefore, when he's grown up, if he be wiſe, 
Let him avoir great Talkers, 1 adviſe. 

- By this time we were got to Weſtminſter, 
Where he by chance a Trial had to hear, 
And, if he werenor there, his Cauſe: mult fa!l 4 
Sir, if you love me, ſtep into the Fail 


Th D 
2. | 
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For one half \ hour, « The Devil take me now, 


* Said | ) if know auy thing of Law: 

& Beſides Ttold you whither ['mto go. _ 

Hercat he made a ſtand, pull'd down his Har 
Over his cyes, and mus'd in deep debate : 

Pm in a ſtraight'( faid he ) what 7 ſbal/ do: 

Whether forſake my buftueſs, Sir, or you. 

« Me by all means ( fay I) No ( ſays my Sot ) 

1 fear yout take it it, If T ſhould do't : 

Pm ſure, yowwill. * Not 1, by all that's good, 

But I've more breeding, than-to be ſo rude. 

*«« Pray, dot negtett your own concerns for me: 
 '* Tour Canſe, good Sir! My Cauſe be damn'd(fays he) 
T value't leſs than your dear Company. 


With this he came up rome, and would lead 
The way ; I ſneaking afterhang my head. 
Next he begins to plague me with the Plot, 
Asks, whether were known to Oats or not £: 
« Not 1, thani{*FHeaven! FT no Prieſt have been: 
« Have never Doway, nor St, Qmers:-/eey, © 
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What think you, 8ir'; wil vhey Fitz: Harris'try2" 
Will he die,ghink you # Tes;oft terrain. 
I mean, be hang'd. * Would thou wert fo( with'dt. 
Religion Came 113 next ; tho he'd 110 more* 
Than the French Kirig; his Punk, or Confeffor. 
Oh ! the ſad times, "if onet the King ſhoilld die! © * 
&r, are you not afraid of Popery ? 
* No mare than my Sdperiors : why ſhould 1 ? 
 « ['ueng Eſtate in Abby-Land to boſe; 
But Fire, and Faggot, Sir, bow like You thoſe? | 
* Come Inquiſition, eny thing (thought Þ) 
« So Heav'n would bleſs me to get rid of thee : 
© But *tis ſome comfert,that my Helis here t | 
« T need no puniſhment hereafter fear. 

Scarce had I thoughr, but he falls off atiew 
How ftand's it; Sir, betwixt his Grace; and you / 
« Sir, he's a man of - ſenſe above the Crowd, 
« And ſhurs the Converſe of a Maltitade. 
Ay, Sir,( Says he) you r# happy, who are ned? 


His Grate, and\gave the favenr of his ear e 
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, But let. 1we tell.you, if, you'l recommend 

This perſox here, your pornt well ſoom. be gain '4. 
Gad, Sir, Fg {l die, if my own fingle Wit 

"Don't Fob his Minions, and diſplace 'em quite. 
Aud make your ſelf his only Favourite, 

** No, you are out abundantly{ ſaidTI ) 

* We live not, as you think: no Family 

# Throagheat the whole three Kingdoms is more free 
« From thoſe itl Cuſtoms, which are us d to ſwarm 
* In great mens houſes ; none ere does me harm, 
cc Becauſe more Learned, or more Rich, than T : 

© But each man keeps his Place, and his Degree. 
'Tis mighty ftrange (fays he ) what you relate, 

* But nothing truer, take my word for that, 
Toumake me long to be admitted too 

Among ſt his Creatures : Sir,{beg, that you 

Wl and my Friend : Tour Intereſt is ſuch, 

Tou may prevail, Pm ſure, you can do mach. 

He's one, that may be won upon, P'ue heard, 

The at the firſt arproach acceſs bs hardl. 
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Dll ſpare no trouble of my-own,or Friends, 


Nocoſt in Fees, and Bribes to gain my ends: + 
Pl ſeek all opportunities tomeet 
With him, accoſt him in the very ſtreet: 
Hang on his Coach, and'wait'upon him home, 
Fawn, Scrape and Cringe to him, nay,to his Groom. 
Faith, Sir, this muſt be done, If we'll be great: 
Preferment comes nbt at acheaper rate; © 
While atthis Savage rare he worried me; 
By chance aDotor, my.dear Friend came by, 
That knew the Fellow's. humour paſſing, well : 
Glad of the fight, Izoyn-himg we ſtand (till: - 
WWhexce came you, Sir 2 and whither go you nop? 
And ſuch like queſtions pals'd betwixrt us two : 
StraitI begin to pull him by the ſleeve, - + 
Nod, wink upon hin, $quchi.my Noſe, and give 
A thouſand hints; ro lerhim know, that] 
Nexded his help for my; delivery; _ | 
He, naughty.Wag, with. an Arch flecxing (milo 
Scems ignoraur'ot wharLmean the while : | 


D? 3 {I grow 


= — 
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T grow ſtark wild withrage. « Sr, ſaid not you, 
_ ff Tou'd ſomewhat to diſcourſe, not long ago, 


* itn me in private? Þ remember't well : by 
Some other time;'be jure, { will not fail: 


Now I am'in great baſte upon my word : 

A Meffenger cawe for me from a Lord, 

That's in'a bad eonditiop, like to die. 

** Oh! Sir, he can't be inaworſe, than F: - 

** Therefera foriGod"s ſake do not ſtir from hence. 

Sweet Sip { your pardome®'tis of conſequence : 

T hope you're kilider thauto profs myflay, 

Which may be Heat n kpows what out of my may. 

This faid; he left me to my murderer: 

Seeingno hopesof my relief appear; *-* / 

* Confounded btthe Stars (aid I ) that ſway d 

* This:fatal day! "whuld Thad kept my Bed": 

* With fickneſs, rather thanbeen a 

With this worſe Plagde Mohit il bave Tere doug © 

+ To pull this eſe; this bbavy Fulgulfn} town + * 
While | was thus lamentirigmy ill hap,” * 

{-emes aid ar length ; a braceof Bailiffs clap 


The 
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The Raſcal on'the back : © ZZere rake your Fees, 
Kind Gentlemen ( faidT) for my releaſe. _ 
Hg would havg had me Bail. © Excuſe me, Se 
& ve made a Yoo ne're to be Surety more : 
* My Father was undoge by't heretofore, 
Thus I got off, and bleſs'd the Fares that he 


Was Pris'ner made, I fer ar liberty, 


- __——— 
lm. —_— — —— = 
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Quid dedicatum of Apellinem 


Fares 2 &c, 
7 4a x. 
7 Hat does the "Poer's modeſt Wiſh re- 
/ guire? 


What Boon daes he of gracious Heav' deſire 2 
Not the large Corps of Eſham's goodly Soil, 
Which tire the Mower's, and the Reaper's toil ; 
Not the aft Flocks, on hilly Corfwold fed, 
Nor Lemfeer Ficlds with living Fleeces clad : 


He does not ask the Grounds, where gentle 
7 bamex, 


Qr- Severn ſpread pheir far” ning Streams. 
| Where 


Horace bis Art of Poetry. ' 56> 


Where they with wanton windings play, 
Andeat their widen'd Banks inſenfibly away: 


He does not ask the Wealth of Lombardireet, 
Which Conſciences, and Soulsare pawn'd to get-. 

. Nor thoſe exhauſtleſs Mines of. Gold,; 
Which G#i»ny and Pery in their rich boſoms hold. 


rr 55 
Le thoſe thar live inthe Canary Iſles, 
On which indulgent Naturcever ſmiles, 
Take pleaſure in their plenteous Vinrapes, 

And ſromrhe juicy Grape its racy Liquor preſs: / 
Let wealthy Merchants, whea rhey Dine, 
Runo're their coſtly names of Wine, ' * 

Their Cheſts of Florence, and  theic Mont- 
Alchine, | 


Their Mants, Champagus, C hablees, Frantiniachs tell, 
Their Aums of Hock, of Backrag and Moſelte : 
He envies nottheir Luxury” ©” 


Which rhey with ſo much _ and "_ 


4 


buy: 


RK” 
A 
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For. _— io —_ Storms, and Wrecks they 


Fi or whi he pas the Sere bes ſo oft __ 
Aker ih, hey p: is 


Aires narrowly the Bondage of Argier. 


(XJ 5; hp. - 
He wants noCyprus Birds, nor Ortolans, 


Nor Dainties fetch'd fromfar to pleaſe his Senſe, 


Cheap _ Herbs 'content his —_ 
Board. £ 


The eg oſunkaln —_— Be) 
Which the mcan{t Village Gazden does afford: 
Grant him, kiad Heav'n, the ſum of his deſires, 
What Natyre,netyhat Luxury requires: 
Feaonly.dees a Competency claim, 

And, when he has it, wit touſe the ſame: 


Grant him' ow Healch, hn yo by'n no Di: 
.cale,.:  D/ IG ; 


- uw by —— 
o444.him:ip ſireagehiof Mind, and Body live... 
Byz not kis Reaſon, nor his Scnſe ſurvive : | 


1s 
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His Age (if Age he cre muſt liveto ſee) 
Let ir from want, Contempt, atid Care be free. 
Bur not from Marth, ardrbe detigtits 6f Poetry, 
Grant hjorbyr thisg, he's amply ſayzsftd, | 
Andiiprns whatevgh Fare can) giye befde! 


\ 
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Eben es, Poſt hume, Poſthume, 
Labuntur anni, _D 


— > ———_—_ —_ —_— — 
_— 


r. 
AC (dear Friend, alas! time haſtes away, 
Nor is it in our pow'r to bribe its ſtay : 
The rolling years with conſtant motion run, 
Lo! while I ſpeak, the preſent minute's gone, 
And following hours urge the foregoing on. 
"Tis not thy Wealth, 'tis not thy Power, 

*Tis not thy Piety can thee ſecure : | 


They're all too feeble to withſtand 


Gre y Hairs,approaching Age,and thy m—_—_— 
When 


>» 
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When onee thy fatal Glaſs is run, 
When once, thy utmoſt Thread: is ſpun, 
Twill then be fruicle(s co expedt Reprieve 
Could'ſt thou ten thouſand Kingdoms give 
In purchaſe for cach hour of longer life, 
They would not buy one gaſp of breath, 


Not move one jot inexorable Death, 


2, 

All the vaſt ſtock of humane Progeny, / 

Which now like ſwarms of Inſects crawl: 
Upon the Surface of Earth's ſpacious Ball, 
Muſt quit this Hillock of Mortality, 

And in its Bowels buricd lie. 
The mightieſt King, and proudeſt Potentate, 
In ſpight of all his Pomp, and all his State, 
Muſt pay this neceſſary Tribute unto Fate. | 
The buſie, reſtleſs Monarch of the times, which now 

Keepsſuch a pother, and ſo much ado 
To fill Gazettes alive, 


And after in ſome lying Annal to ſurvive ; 
| Ev'n 
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Evy'n, He, cv'n that great mortal 'Mian mu 
Fo 
And ſtink, and rotas well as thou, and 1, 


As well as the poor ratter'd Wretch, that beps his 
++, bread, 


And is with feraps out of the common Basker fed. 
3- . | 
In vain from dangers of the bloudy Field we keep, 


In vain we eſcape 


The ſultry Line, and ſtormy Cape, 
Andall the treacheries of rhe faithlefs Deep : 
In vain for health to forcin Councries we repair, 
And change our Exg/ifh for Mompellier Air, 
In hope'to leave our fears of dying there: 
In vain with coſtly far-fercli'd Drugs we ſtrive 
To keep the waſting vital Lamp ative : 
, InvainonDottors feeble Art tely ; 
Againſt refiſtleſs Death there is no remedy : 
Both we, and they for all heir $kill muſt die, 
And fill alike the Bedrols of Mortahiy. | 


44 Thoy 


NU 
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Thou muſt,thou muſt reſfgn to Fate, my Friend, 
And leave thy Houſe, thy Wilc and Family behind: 

Thou muſt thy fair,and goodly Mannorslcave, 

Oftheſe thy Trees thou ſhaltyot with rhes thke, 

Savejuſt as much as will thy Coffin make : 
Nor wilt thou be allow'd of all thy Land, to have, 

But the ſmall pittance of a ſix-toot Grave. 

Then ſhall thy prodigal young Heir 
Laviſh the Wealth, which thou for many a year 
Haſt hoarded up with ſo much pains and 4 care: 
Then ſhall he drain thy Cellars of their Stores, 

Kept ſacred now as yaultsof buried Anceſtors: 
Shall fer th' enlarged Burts at, liberty, 
Which there cloſe Pris'ners under durance lic,, 
And waſh theſe ſtately Floors with better Wine 


Than that of confecrated Peelates when they dine. 


The 


_ = 
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T. 


Ail God of Verſe! pardon that thus I take in 
yain 


Thy ſacred, everlaſting Name, 
Andin unhallow'd Lines blaſpheme : 
Pardon that with ſtrange Fire thy Alcars I profane, 


Hail thou! to whotm we mortal Bards our Faith 
. ſubmit, 


Whom we acknowledg our ſole Text, and holy 
Writ : 
None other Judg infallible we own, | 


But Thee, who art the Canon of authentick Wit 
' alone. 


Thou 


The, Praiſe of Homer. 63 
Thou art the unexhauſted Ocean, whence 


Sprung firſt, and ſtill do flow th' eternal Rills of * 


ſenſe : 
To none but Thee our Art Divine we owe; 
From whom it had its Riſe, and full PerteCtion too. 
Thou art the mighty Bank, that ever do'tft ſupply 


Throughout the world the whole Poetick Com- 
pany : 

With thy vaſt ſtock alone they traffick for- a 
name, 


And ſend their glorious Ventures out te all the 
Coaſts of Fame, 


Z, 
How trulier blind was dull Antiquity, 
Who faſten'd that utyuſt Reproach on Thee 2 
Whocaa the ſenſleſs Tale believe z 


Who can to the falſe Legend credit give 2 


- Or think thou wantedſi fighr, by whom all othiers 


ſee? 
L 
What Land, or Region, how remote ſoe're, | 


Dozs not ſo well deſcrib'd in thy great Draughts 
appear; 


FE, That 


0 bo EY BIS 
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| Thatecaclthy native Country ſeems to be, 


And each thave been ſurvey'd, and meaſur d out 
By thee 2 


Whatever Earth does in her pregnant Bowels bear, 
Oron her fruitful Surface wear ; 
What &'re the ſpacious Fields of Air contain, 
Or far extended Territories of the Main; 
Is by thy skilful Pencil ſo exattly ſhown,  ' 


We ſcarce diſcern where thou, or Nature beſt has 
drawn, 


Noris thy quick all-piercing Eye 
Or check'd, or bounded here: 
But farther does ſurpaſs, and farther does delſcry : 
Beyond the Travels of the Sun, and;Y ear, 
;yond this glorious Scene, gf ſtarry Tapeſtry, 
Where the vaſt Purliews of the Sky, 
And boundleſs waſte of Nature lies, 

Thy Voyages thou mak'ft, and bold Diſcoveries. 
Wharrhere the Gods in Parliament debate, 
What Votes, or Acts i'th' Heav'nly Houles pals, 
By Thee ſo well communicated was ; 

'AS 
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As if thou'dſt been of that Cabal of State, 
As if Thou hadſt been ſworn the Privy-Counſellor 


of Fate. 
3. 
What Chief,who does thy Warrior's great Exploits 
ſurvey, 


Will nor aſpite to Deeds as great as they ? 
What generqus Readers would he not inſpire 


With the fame gallant Heat, the ſame ambitious 
Fire ? 


Methinks from 7da's top with noble Joy I view ' 
The watlike Squadrons by his daring Condudt led, 
I ſee th' immortal Hoſt engaging on his ſide, 
And him the bluſhing Gods out-do. 
Where e're he does his dreadful Standards bear, 
Horror ſtalks in the Van, and Slaughter in the 


Rere. 

Whole Swarths of Enemies his Sword does 
mow, 

And Limbs of mangled Chiefs his paſſage 
{trow, 


And flouds of recking Gore the Field o're- 
flow : 


E 2 While 
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While Heavn's dread Monarch from his Throne 
of State, 


With highconcern upon the Fight looks down, 


And wrinkles his Majeſtick Brow into a Frown, 
To ſee bold Man, like him, diſtribute Fate. 
4+ 


While the great Macedonian Youth in Non-age 
grew, 


Not yet by Charter of his years ſet free 


From Guardians, and their laviſh tyranny, 


No Tutor, but.the Budg Philofophers he knew : 


And well enough the grave, and uſeful Tools 

— Might ſerve torcad him Lectures, and to pleaſe 
With unintelligible Jargonot the Schools, 
And airy Terms and Notions of the Colleges : 


They might the Art of Prating, and of Brawling 
reach, 


And ſome inſtpid Homilies of Vertue preach : 
Burt when the mighty Pupil had outgrown 


Their muſty Diſcipline, when manlier Thoughts 
polleſs'd 


His generous Princely Breaſt, 
Now 
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Now ripe for Empire, and a Crown, 


And fill'd with luſt of Honour, and Renown; 
He then learnt ro contemn 
The deſpicable things, the men of F legm: 
Strait he to the dull Pedants gave releaſe, 
And a more noble Maſter ſtrait took place : 
Thou, who the Grecian Warriour fo could'ſt praiſe, 
As might in him juſt cnvy railc, 


Who ( one would think ) had bcen himſelf roo 
high 


To envy any thing of all Mortality, 
"Twas thou that taughr'ſt him Leſſons loftier far, 
The Art of Reigning, and the Art of War: 
And wondrous was the Progreſs, which he made, 


While he the Acts of thy great Pattern read : 


The World tao narrow for his bqundlets Conqueſts 
grew, 


He Conquer'd one,and wiſh'd,and wept for new : 
From thence he did thoſe Miracles produce, 


And Fought, and Vanquiſh'd by the Condudt of a 
Mule, 
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No wonder rival Nations quarrelPd for thy Birth, 
A Prize of greater and of higher worth 
Than that which led whole Greece,and Afra forth, 
Thaa chat, for which thy mighty Hero fought, 


And 7roy with ten years War, and its DeſtruCtion 
_ bought, 


Well did they rhink it noble tro haye bore that 
Name, 


Which the whole world would with ambition claim: 
| Well didthey Temples raiſe 
To Thee,at whom Nature her ſelt ſtood in amaze, 
A work, ſhe never tricd to mend, nor cou'd, 


In which miſtaking Man, by chance ſhe form'd a 
God. 


How gladly would our willing Tſe reſign 
Her fabulous Arthur, and her boaſted Conftantiye, 
And half her Worthies of the Norma» Line, 


And quit the honour of their Births ro be enſur'd rq 
=: 7.2 | 

How juſtly might it the wiſe choice approve. 
Prouder in this than Crete to haye brought forth 


Aimighty Jove 2, 
__ 6, Un- 
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6. 
Unhappy we, thy Briti/þ Oft-ſpring here, 
Who ſtrive by thy grearMode] Monuments to rear: 
In vain for worthleſs Fame we toil, 
Thar's pent in the ſtrait limits of a narrow 7ſe : 
In yain our Force, and Art we ſpend 
With noble labours to cnrich our Land, 


Which none beyond our Shores vouchſate to un- 


derſtand. 
Be the fair ſtructure nc'r ſo well delign'd, 
The parts with ne'r ſo much proportion joyn'd ; 
Yet foreign Bards (ſuch is their Pride, or Prejudice) 


All the choice Wormanſhip tor the Materials ſake 
deſpiſe. 


Bur happier thou rhy Genius didſt diſpence 
In Language univerſal as thy ſenſe: 


All rhe rich Bullion, whieh thy Soveraign Stamp 
does wear 


On every Coaſt of Wir does equal value bear, 


Allow'd by all, and currant every where, 


E 4 No 
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No Nation yet has been fo barbarous found, 


Where thy tranſcendent Worth was not re- 
nown'd. 


Throughout the World thou art with Wonder 
" - td, 


Where ever Learning docs its Commerce ſpread, 
Where ever Fame with all her Tongues can ſpeak, 


' Where ever the bright God of Wir does his vaſt 
Journies take, 


7. 
Happy aboye Mankind that envied Name, 
Which Fare ordain'd to be thy glorious Theme : 


What greater Gift could bountcous Heaven be- 


ſtow 


On its chief Favourite below 2 


_ noblerx Trophy could his high Deſerts be 
C, 


Than theſe thy yaft erefted Pyramids of Wit 2 


Not Statutes caſt in ſolid Braſs, 


Nop thoſe, which Art in breathing Marble does ex- 
preſs, 


Can boaſt an equal Lite, or laſkingneſs 


Wish 
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With their-well-poliſh'd Images, which claim 
A Nich in thy Majeſtick Monuments of Fame. 
Here their embalm'd incorruptible memories 
Can proudeſt Lowvres, and Eſcurials deſpiſe, 


Andall the needleſs helps of Agyprs coſtly Vani- 
ries. | 


No Blaſts of Heaven, or Ruine of the Spheres, 


Not all the waſhing Tides of rolling years, 


Nor the whole Race of batt'ring time ſhall e're wear 
our 


The great Inſcriptions, which thy Hand has 


wrought, 


Here chou, and they ſhall live, and bear anendleſs 
date, 


Firm, as cnroll'd inthe eternal Regiſter of Fate. 
For cyer curſt be that mad Emperour, 
| (Andeurſsdenoughheis be ſure ) 
May future Poets on his hated Name 
$hed all cheir Gall, and fouleſt Infamy, 
And may it here ſtand branded with eternal ſhame, 
Who thought thy Works could mortal be, 


And ſought the glorious Fabrick to deſtroy : 
i 


\ 
\ 
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In this (could Fate permit it to be done) 


His damned Succeſſor he had our-gone, 
Who Rome and all its Palaces in Aſhes laid, 
And the great Ruins with a ſavage Joy ſurvey'd : 


He burnt but what mighr be re- built and richer 
made. 


But had the impious Wiſh ſucceeded here, 
'T had raiz'd what Age, nor Art could e're repair, 


Not that vaſt univerſal Flame, 
Which atthe final Doom 
This bcauteous Work of Nature muſt conſume, 
And Heav'nand all its Glories in one Urnentomb, 
Will burn a nobler, or more laſting Frame : 
As firm, and ſtrong as that it ſhall endure, 
Throughall theInjuries of Time ſecure, 


Nor die, till the whole world its Funcral Pile be. 
come. 
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Two Paſtorals out of the Greek. 
B I O N. 
eA Paſtoral, tn Imitation of the Greek 


of Moſchus, bewatlins the Death 
of the Earl of RocaesTer. 


Ourn all ye Groves, in darker ſhades: be 


ſeen, 


Let Groans be hcard,where gentle Winds haye been; 
Ye Albion Rivers, weep your Fountains dry, 

And all ye Plants your moiſture ſpend,and die : 
Ye melancholy Flowers, which once were Men, 
Lament, until you be transform'dagen ; 
Let every Roſe pale as the Lilly be, 

And WinterFroſt ſeize the Avemone : 


But 
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But thou, O Zyacinth, more vigorous grow 


In mournful Letters thy fad glory ſhow, 
Enlarge thy grief, and flouriſh in thy wo : 
For Biod, the beloved Bion's dead, 

His voice is gone, his tuneful breath is fled. 


Come all ye Muſes, come, adorn the Shepherd's 
Herſe 


With never-fading Garlands, never-dying Perſe. 
Mourn ye {weer Nightingales in the thick Woods, 
Tell the fad news to all the Brz#z/þ Floods : 
Sce itto [/7s, and to Cham convey'd, 
To Thames, to Flumber, and to utmoſt 7 weed : 
Annd bid them watt the bitter tidings on, 
How Bion's dead, how the lov'd Swain is gone, 
And with him all the Art of graceful Song. 

Come all ye Mules, come, adorn the Shepherd's 

Ferſe 
With never-fading Garlands, never.dying Verſe. 


Ye gentle Swans, that haunt the Brooks, and 
Springs, 


Pinc with ſad grief, and droop your ſickly Wings : 


In 
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In doleful notes the heavy lols bewail, 


Such as you ſing at your own Funeral, 

Such as you ſung when your lov'd Orpheus fell. 
Tell itit to all the Rivers, Hills, and Plains, 
Tell it to all the Britiſh Nymphs and Swains, 
And bid them too the diſmal tydings ſpread 
Of Biox's fate, of England's Orpheus dead, 


Come all ye Muſes, come, adorn the Shepherd's 
FHerſe 


With never-fading Garlands,never-dying Verſe. 
No more, alas! no more that lovely Swain 
Charms with his tuneful Pipe the wondring Plain: 
Cealſt are thoſe Lays, ceafſt are thoſe ſprightly airs, 
That woo'd our Souls into our raviſh'd Ears: 
For which the liſ'ning ſtreams forgot to run, 
And Trees lean'd their attentive branches down : 
While the glad Hills, loth the ſweet ſounds to loſe, 
Lengthen'd in Echoes cvery heav'nly cloſe. 
Down to the melancholy Shades he's gone, 


And there to Lethe's Banks reports his moan: 


he 


Nothing: 
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Nething is heard upon the Mountains now 


But penſive Herds that for their Maſter low : 
Stragling and comfortleſs abour they rove, 
Unmindfal of their Paſture, and their Love. 


Come all ye Muſes, come, adorn. the Shepherd's 
Herſe, 


With never-fading Garlands, never-dying Verſe. 


ig 


For thee, dear Swain, for thee, his much-loy'd Son, 
Does Phezbus Clouds of mourning black put on : 


For thee the Satyrs and the ruftick Fauns 
Sigh and lament through all the Woods and Lawns! 


For thee the Fairzes grieve, and ceaſe to dance 

In fportful Rings by night upon the Plains : 

The water Nymphs alike thy abſence mourn, 

And all their Springs to tcars and ſorrow turn : 

Sad Eccho toodocs in deep ſilence moan, 

vince thou art mute, ſince thou art ſpeechleſs grown: 
She finds nought worth her pains to imitate, 

Now thy ſweet breath's ſtopt by untimely fate : 


Trees drop their Leaves to drefs thy Funeral, 


And all their Fruit before irs Antuma fall : 


Eaclt 
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/ 


Each Flower fades, and hangs. its wither'd head, 


And ſcorns to thrive, or live, now thou art dead : 
Their bleating Flocks no more their Udders fill, 
The painful Bees negleCt their wonted toil: 
Alas! what boots it now their Hives to ſtors 
With the rich ſpoils of every plunder'd Flower, ( 
when thou, that waſt all ſweetneſs, art no more ? 
Come ,all ye Mules, come, adorn the Shepherd's 
Herſe, 
With never-fading Garlands, never-dying Verſe 
Ne'r did the Dolphins on the lonely Shore 
In ſuch loud plaints utrer their grief before: 
Never in ſuch ſad Notes did Philome! 
To the relenting Rocks her ſorrow tell: 
Neon the Beech did poor Alcyone | 
So weep, when ſhe her floating Lover faw: 
Nor that dead Loycr, to a Sea-fowl turn'd, 


Upon thoſe Waves, where he was drown'l, ſo 
mourn'd: 


Nor did the Bird of Memnos with ſuch grief 


Bedew thoſe Aſhes, which late gave him lite : 
| As 
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As they did now with vying pricf bewail, 


As they did all lament dear Bzor's fall. 


Come all ye Muſes, come, adorn the Shepherd's 
Herſe 


With never-fading Garlands, never-dying Verſe. 
In every Wood, on every Tres, and Buſh 
The Lark, the Linnert, Nightingale, and Thruſh, 
And all the feather'd Choir, that us'd to throng 
In liſFning Flocks to learn his well-tun'd Song, 
Now each in the ſad Conſort bear a part, 
And with kind Notcs repay their Teachers Art : 
Ye Turtles too (I charge you ) here aſliſt, 
Let not your murmurs in the crowd be miſt : 
To the dear Swain do not ungrateful prove, 
That caught you how to ſing, and how to love. 


Come all ye Muſes, come, adorn the Shepherd's 
_ Herſe | 


With never-fading Garlands, never-dying Perſe, 
Whom haſt thou left behind thee, skilful Swain, 
That dares aſpire to reach thy matchleſs ſtrain ? 


Who 
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Who is there after thee, that dares pretend... 


Raſhly to take thy warbling Pipe i in Hands: 2c 
Thy Notes remain yet freſly i  Inevery.ca5s.. 

And giyo.us all delight, and. all  doſpair... mou 
Pleas'd Eccho, Nill does on them megirate,, . 
Ando the whiſtling Reeds their ſounds repel 
Pan only e're can equal thee in Song, - 

That tak dvesonly to great Pan long: 

But Pay himſclf perhaps will fear to try; ; 

will feat perhaps rt be out: done by thee. 


Come al ye Moſes, come, adorn the Shepherd's 
Herſe-*©.* 


With iever-fading: Garldnds, never-dying Verſe! 
Fair Galatea'too laments thy dearh; 
Lamonts the ceafingof thy tutrieful breath : 
Ofc the} kirid Nymph;-reforted heretofore 
To heat thy attfu] meaſures fronvthie ſhote : 
Not harſhlike the rude E5tlop5 were thy lays; 
Whofe'grating ſounds did het foft eats difpleaſe : 
Such wis the foree of thy: enchatitirig tongue, 


That {h& for evet could haye heard thy Song, My 
£ - 
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| Andchidfetivurs, thar did #6 fwiftly run, 


And thotifht' the Suntov/hifty royodown, | 
Now doeshitlovely Ne#eid Hor thy ſake 

The Sea, andall her'fettowNytiptis forſake: 
Penſive upoh the Beach, ſhefits alone, 

And kindly tends the Flotks from: which chou'er 


gone: 6 


Come .all. ye Muſes, come, adorn the Short 
Herſe 


With never- wk Garlinds never- dying Paſe 
With thee, ſweet Bion, all the grace of Song, 
And allthe Muſes boaſted Art is pone : 

Mute istliy Voice, which <ouldall hearts command, 
Whoſe pow'r no Shepherdels-could c're withſtand: 
All the foft weeping Loves about thee moan, 

At once their Mothers darling, and their own : 

Dearer waſt thoy,to /ewur than her Loves, 

Than hercharm'd Girdle, than her fairhfal Doves; 
Than thelaſt gaſping Kiſſes, which in death 

Adonis gave, and with them pave his breath, 


$ 


This 


Long fill'd the Sea wich theit complaint, and\. 


Two Paſtorals ant of the Greek. 8t 
This, Thames, ah! this is tow the ſecoud loſs, 
For whichan tearsthy weeping Current flows : 
Spencer, the-Muſles glory, went before, 
He paſs'd long ſirice to the Elyfian ſhore: 
For hirti ( tliey fay ) tor him, thy dear-lov'd Son, 
Thy Waves did long in ſobbing murmurs groan, 


moan : 
But now, alas! thou do'ſt afteſh bewail; 
Another Son does now thyſorrow call : 
To part with either rliou alike waſt oth 
Both dear to Thee, dear to the Fountains both 
He largely drank the Rills of facred Cham; 
And thisnolcfs of /fs nobler ſtream? 
He ſung of Hero's, and of hardy Kniglits 
Far-fam'd inBatrels, and teriown'd Exploits : 


This meddled not with bloudy Fights, and \ 
Wars; 


Pan was liis Sorip, atid Sltepherds harmle6 jars; \ 
Loyes peaccful combats, and its gentle cares: 


" F 2 Love 
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Love everwasthe ſubject of his Lays, 


And his foft Lays did Venus ever pleaſe. .. 


Come all ye Muſes, come adorn the Shepherd's 


#Terfe 


With never-fading Garlands, never-dying Verſe. 


Thou, ſaexed Bjoy, art lamented more 


Than all our tuneful Bards, that dy'd before : 


Old Chaucer, who firſt taught the uſe of Verſe, 


No longer has the tribute of our tears: 

Milton, whoſe Muſe with:ſuch a daring flight - 
Led out the warring Seraphims to fight : 

Bleſt Cowley roo, who'on the banks of Cham 


So ſweetly ſigh'd his wrongs, and told his flame: - 


And He, whoſe Song rais'd Cooper's Hillſo high, 
As made its glory with Parnaſſus vie: 

And ſoft Orinda, whoſe bright ſhining name 
$rands next great Sappho's in the ranks of fame : 
All now unwept, and unrelented pals, 


* And in our. grief no longer ſhare a place 2 


ds 
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Bion alone does all our rears cngrols, 


Our tears are all too few for Bzor's loſs. 


_ Come all, ye Mules, come, adorn the Shepherd” s 
Herſe 


. With never-fading Garlands, never-dying Ver{e. 
Thee all the Herdſmen mourn in gentleſt Lys, 
And rival one ano: her in thy praile : 

In ſpreading Letters they engrave thy Name 

On every Bark, that's worthy of the ſame: 

Thy. Name is warbled forth by every tongue, 

Thy Name the Burthen of each Shepherds Song : 
Waller, the ſweer'ſt of living Bards, prepares 

For thee his tender'ſt, and his mourntull'ſt airs, 


 AndI, themeaneſt of rhe Britiſh Swains, 


Amoneſt the reſt offer theſe humble trains : 

If Tam reckon'd not unbleſt in Song, 

'Tis whatI ow tothy all-reaching tongue: 
Some of thy Art, ſome of thy tunetul breath 
Thou didſt by Will ro worthleſs me bequeath 


- "2 Others 


| 
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Others thy Flotks, thy Lands, thy Riches have, 
To me thou didſt thy Pipe,and Skill youchſafe. 


Come all ye Mufes, coin, adorn the Shepherd's 
H-rſe 


With never-fading Garlands, never-dying Verſe, 
Alas! by what ilt Fate, roman unkind, - 


Were we to ſoſevere a lotdefign'd 
The meaneſt Flowers which the Gardens yieW, 
The vileſt Weeds that flouriſh in the Field, 
Which muſt e're long lie dead in Winter's Stow, 
Shall ſpring again, again mote vigorous grow : 
Yon Sun, and this bright glory of the day, 
Which night is haſting now ro ſnatch away, 
Shall riſe anew more ſhining and more gay : 

Bur wretched we muſt harder meaſure find, 

The grear'ſt, the brav'ſt; the witti it of mankind, 
When Death has once pur out their lght, i in vain 
Ever expedt the dawh of Life again: 

Jn chedark Grave inſenſible they lie, 

And there ſleep out endleſs Eternity. 


Ne 
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There thqy to (ilenge ever artconfigg, : 
Whileeſs deſerving Swain are left behind: 

Se pleaſe the Fates to deal with us below, 

They cull our thee, and let dull Mevius g0: 
Mevius ſtil lives; Rill let him live for me, 

He, and his Pipe ſhall ne'r my envy be : 

None e're chat heard thy ſweet, thy Artful Tongue, 
Will grate their cars ; wich his rough untun'd Song. 


Come, all ye Muſes, come, adorn the Shepherd's 
Herſe 


" With never-fading Garlands, never-dying Verſe. 
A fierce Diſeaſe, ſent by ungentle Death, 
Snatch'd Bron hence,and ftop'd his hallow'd breath: 
A fatal damp pur out that heay'nly fire, 
That ſacred heat which did his breaſt inſpire. 
Ah | whatmalignan ill could boaſt thar pow'r, 
Which his feet voice's Magick could not cure 2 
Ah crael Fate ! how-equld'ft thou chufe bur ſpare ? 
How couldf thou exerciſe thy rigour here ? 
Would thoy hadſt thrown thy Dart at worthleſs me, 
And let this dear, this valued life go free: 

F 4 Better 
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Better ten thowſknd meaner Swains had dy'd, 


Than this beſt work of Nature been deſtroy”. 


Come ,all ye Muſes, come, adorn the $ hepherd's 
"Herſe 


With never-fading Gaflands, never-dying Verſe, 
Ah! would kind Death alike had ſent me hence ; 
Bur prief ſhall do the work, and ſaveits pains : 
Grief ſhall accompliſh my deſired doom, 

And ſoon diſpatch me to Ely/tum : 
There, Bion, would I be, theregladly know, 
How with thy yoice chou charm'ſt the ſhades be. 


low. 

Sing, Shepherd, ſing one of thy ſtrains divine, | 
Such as may melr the fierce EJyfan Queen: 
She once her ſelf was pleas'd with runeful uy! | 
And ſung, and danc'd on the Szcilja Plains : 
Fear not, thy Sang ſhould unfucceſsfyl proye, 
- Fearnor, but twill che pitying Goddeſs move ; 
She once was won by Orpheus heay'nly Lays, 
And gave his fair Eurydice releaſe, 


And 
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And thine as pow'rful ( queſtion nor, dear Swaiti) 
Shall bring thee back to theſe glad Hills again. 
Ev'nI my felf, did | at all excel; 
Wauldtry the utmoſt of my voice and skill, - | 


- Wauld try to move therigid King of Hell. © | 


The - 


y_ ——— 
- — 


The Lamentation for - - 


ADONIS. 


Imitated out of the Greek of Bion 
of Smyrna. 
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EIFTIY 


———— 


Mourn Adons, fair Aden dead, 
|| 'He's dead, and all that's lovely, with him fled : 
Come all ye Loves, come hither and bemoan 
The charming ſweet Adoyu dead and ganc: 
Riſe trom thy Purple Bed, and rich Alcovye, 
Throw off thy gay attire, great Queen of Love : 
Heneeforth in ſad and mournful weeds appear, 
And all thetnarks of pricf; andforrow wear, © # 


And 
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And tear thy locks, and beat thy panring breaſt, 2 


And cry, My dear Adonis us deceaft, 

I mourn Adoxy, the fols Loves bemoan 

The gentle ſweet Adonis dead and gone, 
On the cold Mountain lies the wretched Youth, . 
Kill'd by a Savage Boar's unpitying tooth; 
Tn his white thigh the faral ſtroke is found, 
Nor whiger was ghar teoth, that gave the wound : 
Fromthe wide wound faſt flaws the ſtreaming gore 
And ſtains that skin which was all ſnow befare.: 


His breath-with quick ſhort rremblings comes and. 
goes, 


And Dcath his fainting eyes begins to cloſe: 

From his pale lips the ruddy colour's fled, 

Fled, and has left his kiſſes cald and dead; 

Yet Yenus never will his kiſſes leave, 

The Goddeſs ever to his lips will cleave : 

The kits of her dear Yourh does pleaſe her tif, 
But her poor Youth does not the pleafure feel : 
Dead he feels notherlove, feels not her griof, 

Fce!s nor her kiſs, which might ey'n life xerricve. 
he” mm = | Imourn 
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Imourn Adonts the fad Loves bemoan 


The comely fair Adonis dead and gone. 
Deep in his Thigh, deep went the killing ns 1 
But deeper far it goes in Yenws heart: 
His faithful Dogs about the Mountain yell, 

And the hard Fate of- their dead Maſter tell : 
The troubled Nymphs alike indoleful ſtrains 
Proclaim his death through all the Fields & Plains: - 
But the ſad Goddeſs, moſt of all forlorn, 

With lovediſtratted, and with ſorrow torn, 

' Wildin her look, and ruful inher air, 

Wirth Garments rent, and with diſheyel'd hair, 


Through Brakes, through Thickets, and through 
pathleſs ways, 


Through Woods, through Haunts, and Dens of 
Savages, 


Undreſt, unſhod, carelcſs of — Fame, 
And Danger, flies, and calls on his lov'd name. 
Rude Brambles,. as ſhe goes, her body tear, 
And her cut fect with bloud the ſtones belmear. 


SHS - 
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She choughtleſs of the untelr.ſmart flicson, | - -.; 


And fills the Woods, and Vallics with her moan, j, 
Loudly does on the Stars and Fates complain, ;..{j 
And prays them give Adonis back again: 

Bur he,alaſs! the wretched Youth; alas! © */ 
Lics cold, and ſtiff, extended on the graſs: | 
There lies he ſteep'd in gore, there lics he drown'd, 
In purple ſtreams, that ouſh from his own wound. 


All the ſoft band of Loves a Mother 
mourn, 


Ar once of beauty, andof loveforlorn. © 


Venus has loſt her Lover, and each | grace, 1 Wh 


f* » a= f 
_ we * 


That ſate before in triumph i in her face, 
| By pricf chas'd thence, has now forſook the place: | 
"That day which ſnatch'd Adonis from her arms, 
Thar day bereft the Goddeſs of her charms. 


The Woods and Trees i in pms, fighs b be- 
moan - 


- * The fateof her Adonis dead and gone. 
The Rivers too, as-if 'they would deplore 
His death, with grief ſwell higher than beforei © 


The 
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The Flowers weep m1 tears of -dreary dew, 
Arid by theitdtooping heads rheir forrow they + 


But moſt the Cyprian with fhrieks, and 
groans, 


Fills all the tieighb'ring Hills, and Vales, and 
Towns : 


The poor Adotiis dead! is dll het uy, 
"Adonis dead! fad Ectho does reply. 
"What cruelheart would not the Queeri of Loye 
"to melting rears, ard foft compaſſion move, 
When ſhe ſaw how her wretched Lovorfell, 
Saw his deep wound, ſaw it ihcurable 2 
Soon a as hereyes his bleeding wounds ſurvey'd, 
Mith cager clips he did his Limbs invade, 
And theſe ſoft,teridet,mournful things ſhe ſaid :  . 
« Whither, O whither fli &thou,wrerched Boy, 
' Stay my Adonis, ſtay mynly joy, 
C Oftay, unhappy Youth, at leaſttill1 
« With oteckindword boſpoakthee, Cre rhou-did; 
« 'TillI oncemore/embrace thee, till} al © | + 
«© Lpon thy:dying lips ty laſt facewel, 


t 169k 
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* Look nponetrtiitte, piveone partinp kifs, - * 
« One'kits; ear Youth,'to dry theſe flowing eyes: 
« OneKils asthy aft Legacy TAtain ESO, 
« Preſerve; no God firilltakeiroff apain 
« Kiſs, white f watch'thy f\winttning eyeballs rbul, 
« Watch thy aſt p#ſþ, ar carch thy ſpringing (ul: 
« T} firck itin, Tithoardir in: myheart, | 
« [ with thar facted pledg wiltnever part; - 
« Butthow wilt parc, Þurchowartgone; Kogone | 
« To the datk ſhades, 'and'leay'ſt mehere atone, 
«Thou dy, bur hopdef& I muftſufler life, - - 
« Muſt pitic away: with cafleſsendlels grief, 
« Why was T botni'd Goddeſs 2 why was I -* © 
« Made ſuch a wretch towantthepow'r to die? ** 
«If 'Tby death my ſorrows might redrels,,. 
* If thecold Grave could ro myipins give caſe , ' 
« Fdgladly die, Vdrathernothing'be 
Than thus condemn'd to immortality : T 
* Inthat valt empty void, and boundleſs waſt, 
« We mind not what's ro come, not whatis paſt. | 


« Of 
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« Of life, ordeath we know no difference, 


. 4 Nor hopes, nor fearsatall affe& ourſcnſe: 
« But thoſe whoare of pleaſure once bereft, 
* And muſt ſurviye, are moſt unhappy left; 
To ravenous ſorrow, they are left a prey, - . | 
£ Nor can they ever drive deſpair away. ' 
« Take, cruel Proſerpine, take wy loy'd Boy, 
© Rich with my ſpoils, do thou my loſs enjoy., j + 
« Take him. relentleſs Goddeſs, for thy own, - 
« Never tillnow waſt thou my-envy grown. ,,; - 
* Harg Fate! that thus the beſt of rhings muſt be 
« Always the plunder of the Graye, and thee” - 
* The Grave,and thou nowallmy hopesengroſs, 
« And I far;cver muſt Adoxis loſe, | 17 
* Thou'rt deadgalas ! | alas! my Youth thou redead, 
« And with theeall my pleaſures to0 arcfled : 
* They're all like fleeting vaniſh'd dreams paſid 


o're, 
* And nought bur the omtinbrance left i if flore 
6 « Of raſted joys $ ne're to be raft tore: 
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« With thee my Ceftos, allmy charms are gone, ) 


« Thy Yenus muſt thy abſence ever moan, 


« And ſpend the tedious live-long nights alone. 
* Ah! heedleſs Boy, why would'ſt thou raſhly 


chooſe 
« Thy ſelf todang'rous pleaſures to expoſe 2 


« Why would'ſt thou hunt 2why would'ſt thou any 
more | 


& Venture with Dogs to chaſe the foaming Boat 2 
« Thou waſt all fair to mine, to humaneeyes, 
« But not ( alas | ) tothoſe wild Savages, 


& One would have thought thy ſweettieſs might 
havecharm'd 


« The rougheſt kind, the fierceſt tage difarm'd: 

« Mine ( Lain ſure) it could; but wo isthee ! 

« All weat not eyes, all wear not breaſts like me. 
In fuchſad words the Dame her prief did vent, 


While the Wing'd Loves kept time with her com- 
plaint : 


As many drops of Bloud as fromthe wound 


Of lain Adoris fell upon rhe ground, 


G Sg 
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So many tears, and more you might have told, 


That down the cheeks of weeping Fenusroul'd : 
Both tears,and bloud to new-born flow'rs give rile, 
Hence Roles ſpring,aud thence Anemonies. 

Ceaſe, Venus, in the Woods to mourn thy Love, 
Thou'ſt vented ſighs, thou'ſt laviſh'd tears enough: 
See | Goddeſs, where a glorious bed of State 
Does ready tor thy deat Adonis wait : 

This bed-was once the Scene of Love, and Joy, 
But now muſt bear the wretched, murder'd Boy: 
There lies he, like a pale, and wither'd Flower, 
Which ſome rude hand had cropt before its hour : 
Yet ſmiles, and beautics ſtill live in his face, 
Which death can never frighten from their place. 
There let him lie upon that conſcious bed, 
Where you loves myſteries ſo oft have tried: 
When you've enjoy'd ſo many an happy night, 
Each lengthen into ages ofdelight. 

There let him lie, there heaps of Flowers ſtrow, 
Roſes and Lillies ſtore upon him throw, 


And myrtle Garlanas laviſhly beſtow : 
Pour 


Two Paſtorals out of the Greek. 97 
Pour Myrrh, and Balm, and coſtlieſt Ointments 


on, 
Flowers are faded, Ointments worthleſs gtown, 
Now thy Agdoxis, now thy Youth is gone, | 
Who was all ſweetneſſes compriz'd in one, : 

In Purple wrapt, Adonis lics in ſtate, 

A Troop of mourning Loves about him wait : 
Each does ſome mark of their kind ſorrow ſhow, 
One breaks his Shafts, rother unſtrings his Bow, 
A third upon his Quiver wreaks his hate, 
As the fad cauſes of his haſty fate: 
This plucks his bloudy garments off, chat brings 
Water in Vellels from the neighb'ring Springs, - 


Some waſh his Wound, ſome fan him with thei:k | 
Wings : 


All equally their Mothers loſs bemoan, 

All moan far poor Adonis dead and gone. 
Sad Hymes too the fatal loſs does mourn, 
His Tapers all to Funeral Tapers turn, 
Andall his wither'd Naprial Garlands burn : 


G 2 His 
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His gay, and airy Songs are heard no more, 

But mournful Strains, that hopeleſs love deplore. . 
Nor do the Graces fail to beara part i 
With wretched Yexus in her pain and ſmart : 
The poor Adonis dead! by turns they cry, 
And firivein grief the Goddeſs to out-vie. 
The Muſes too in ſofteſt Lays bewail 


The hapleſs Youth, and his fled Soul recal : 


Bur all in vain; ah ! numbers ate too weak 
To call theloſt, the dead Adonzs back : 

Not all the pow'rs of Verſe, or charms of Love 
The deaf remorſlels Proſerpine can move. 


Ceaſe then, fad Queen of Love, thy plaints give 


Ore, 
Till the next year reſerve thy gricf in ſtore : 
Reſerve thy Sighs, and tears in ſtore till then, 


Thenthou malt ſigh, then thou muſt weep agen, 
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Paraphraſe upon the 137. Pſalm. 


p— 


I, 
Per.1. Ar from our pleaſant native Paleſtine, 
| Brom great Euphrates with a mighty 
current flows, 
And does in watry limits Baylon confine, 
Curlſs'd Babylon / the cauſe, and author of our woes; 
There on the Rivers ſide 
Sate wretched, Captive we. 


And in fad Tears bewail'd our milcry, 


Tears, whoſe vaſt ſtore increas'd the neighbring 
Tide: | 


We wept, and ſtrait our grief before us brought 
A thouſand diſtant Objects to our thought. 
As oft as we ſurvey'd the gliding Stream, 
Lov'd Fordan did our fad remembrance claim : 
As oft aswe th' adjoyning City view'd, 
Dear Sions razed Walts our Grief rencw'd-; 
G 3 We 
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We thought on all the Pleaſures of our happy Land, 


Late raviſh'd by a cruel Conqu'rour's hand; 
Wethou oht;on every piteous,cvery mourntul thing, 
That might acceſs to our enlarged ſorrows bring ; 

2, Deepſilence told rhe greatneſs of our Grief, 

+ 0d criet too great by Vent to find relief: 
Our Harps as mute and dumb, as we, 
Hung uſeleſs, and neglected by, ; 


And now and then a broken String would lend a 
. eb, 


As if with us they telta ſympathy, * 
And mourn'd their own, and our Ca privity: 
The gentle River too, as if compaſſionats grown, 
As would its Natives cruelty attone, 
As it pals d by, in murmurs oave a pitying Groan, 
2. 


3- There the proud Conquerors, who gave- us | 
Chains, | 


Who all our ſuffrings Ly ns gave, 
Did with rude Inſolence our Sorrows brave, 


And with inſulting Raillery thus mock'd our Pains: 


Play 


OO ——————_ 
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Play us ( faid they ) ſome brisk, and airy ſtrain, 
Such as your Anceſtors were wont to hear 

On Shilo's pleaſant Plain, 
Where all the Virgins niet in Dances once a year : 
Or one of thoſe, 
Which your illuſtrious David did compoſe, 
While he fil d Iſrael's happy Throne, 

Great Soldier, Poet, and Mufician all in one : 

Oft ( have we heard ) he went with Harp in haxd, 
Captain of all th harmonious Baud, 
And vanquiſt'd all the Quire with's ſingle ski7 alone : 


4. Forbid it Heav'n'! forbid thou great thrice-hal- 
low'd Name, 


We ſhould thy Sacred Hymns defame, 
Or them with impious cars profanc. 
No, no, inbumane {laves, is thisa time 
( Oh cruel, and prepoſterous demand !) 
When every Joy, and every Smile's a crime, 
A Treaſon to our poor unhappy native Land ? 
Is thisa time for ſprightly Airs, 
Wheneyery look the Badg of forrow wears, 
G 4 An 
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And Livery of our Miſeries, 


( JOZ 


Sad miſeries that call for all our Breath in ſighs, 


And all the Tribute of our eyes, 
And moiſture of our Veins our very bloud in tears} 


When nought can claim our Thoughts, Feruſalem, 
 _ bur thou, 


Nought, but thy ſad Deſtruction, Fall and Qyer. 
throw 2 


3- 


Oh deareſt City! late our Nations juſteſt 
Pride ! 


Envy of all the wond ring warld beſide! 


Oh ſacred Temple, once th' Almighty's bleſs'd 
abode, 


Now quite forſaken by our angry God! 
Shall ever diſtant time, or Place 
Your firm Ideas from my Soul deface ? 
Shall they nor ſtill take up my Breaſt 
As long asthar, and Life, and I ſhall laſt 
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Grant Heav'n (-nor ſhall my Pray'rs the Curſe 
withſtand ) 


That this my learned, skiltul hand 


(Which now o're all the tuneful ſtrings can boaſt 
command, 


Which does as quick.,as ready, and uncrring prove, - 

As nature,when it would irs oynts or fingers move) 
Grant it forget its Art and feeling roo, 

Whenl forget to think, to wiſh, to pray for you : 

6. For ever tied with Dumbneſs be my tongue, 

When it ſpeaks ought that ſhall not ro your Praiſe 


belong, 


If that be noc the conſtant ſubjeCt of my Muſe, and 
Song. 


4- 
7. Remember, Heay'n, remember Edom on ha 


Gay, 
And with like ſufferings their ſpight repay, 


Who made: our Miſeries their cruel Mirth and 
'  Scorn, 


| Who laugh'd toſee our flaming City burn, ; 
And wiſh'd it might to Aſhes turn; 


Raze; 
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Raze, raze it ( was their curſed cry ) 


Raze all its ſtately Strudtures down, 


And. lay its Palaces, and Temple level with the 
ground, 


Till Sion buried in his diſmal Ruines lie, 
Forgot alike its Place, its Name, aud Memory. 


8. And thau proud Babylon ! juſt Object of our 
Hate, 


Thou too ſhalt feel the fad reverſe of Fare, 
\ Tho thou art now exalted high, 
 Andwith thy lofty head o'retop'ſt the Sky, 
As.if thou would'ſt the Pow'rs above dekie ; 


Thou ( if thoſe Pow'rs (and ſure they will) prove 
juſt, 
If my Prophetick Grief can ought foreſee) 
Erelong ſhalt lay that lofty head in duſt, 
And bluſh in Bloud for all thy preſent Cruelty : 


Now. loudly then ſhall we retort theſe bitter 
 Taunts! 


How gladly to the Muſick of thy Fetters dance ! 


5. Aday 


4 
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5. 
A day will come ( oh might I ſee'c! )e'relong 
That ſhall revenge our mighty wrong ; 
Then bleſs'd, for ever blefs'd be h& 
- Whoever ſhall rerurn't on thee, 
And grave it deep, and pay't with bloudy Uſury: 
May neither aged Groans, nor Infant Cries, 


Nor pitious Mothers Tears, nor raviſh'd Virgins 
Sighs, 


- Soiten thy unrelenting Enemies, 
Let them as thou to us incxorable prove, 
Nor Age nor Sex their deaf Compaſſion move ; 
Rapes, Murders, Slaughters, Funerals, 
And attthou durſt atrempt within our Sons Wall, 
May'f: thou endure, and more, till joyful we 
Contels thy ſelf out-done in arttul cruelty. 
Bleſfs'd,yea, thrice bleſſed be that barbarous Hand 
( Oh griet, that I ſuch dire Revenge commend !) 


Who tears out Infants from their Mothers 
| Womb, 


And hurls them yet unborn unto their Tomb : *' 
Bleſs'd 


Tto6 Paraphraſe uponthe 137. Pſalm. 


Bleſs'd he who plucks them from their Parents 
Arms, 


That Sanctuary from all common harms, 
Who with their Skulls, and Bones ſhall pave thy || * 
Streets all o're, 


And fill thy glutted Channels with their ſcatter'd 
Brains and Gore. 
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I. 
O Thee, O God, we thy juſt Praiſes ſing, 
| To Thee we Thy preat Name re- 
hearſe: 
Weare Thy Vaſlals,and this humble Tribute bring 


To Thee, acknowledg'd only Lord and King, 


Acknowledg'd ſole and Sovereign Monarch of the 
Univerſe; 


All parts of this wide Univerſe adore, 
Eternal Father, thy Almighty power: 


The Skies, and Stars, Fire, Air, and Earth, and 
Sea, 


With all their numerous nameleſs Progeny 


Cor: 


108 Paraphraſe upon the 
Confeſs, and their due Homage pay to thee ; 


For why 2 thou ſpak'ſt the Word, and mad'ſt them 
all from Nothing be. 


To thee all Angels, all thy glorious Court on 
high, 


Seraph and Cherub, the Nobility, 
And whatſoever Spirits be 
Of leſſer Honour, leſs Degree 3 
To Thee in heav'nly Lays 
They ſing loud Anthems of immortal Praiſe : 
Still Holy, Holy, Holy Lord of Hoſts they cry, 
| Thisis their bus'nels, this their ſole employ, 
And thus they ſpend their long and bleſt Eternity. 
2. 


Farther than Natures utmoſt ſhores and limits 
{ſtretch 


The ſtreams of thy unbounded Glory reach ; 
Beyond the ſtraits of ſcanty Time, and Place, 


Beyond the ebbs and flows of matter's narzow 
Seas 


They reach, and fill the Ocean of Eternity and 
Spaces 


In- 


em 


on 


Hymn of $% Ambroſe. — og 
Infus'd like ſome vaſt mighty foul, 
Thon do'ſt inform and aQtuate this ſpacious whole : 
Thy unſeen hand does the well-joynted Frame ſu+ 
ſtain, 
Which elſe would toits primitive Nothing ſhrink 
again. 
But moſt thou do'ſt thy Majeſty diſplay 
In the bright Realms of everlaſting Day : 
There is Thy reſidence, there do'ſt Thou reign, 
There on a State of dazling Luſtre ſit, 
There ſhine in Robes of pure refined Light ; 


Where Sun's coarſe Rays are but a Foil and 
Stain, 


And refuſe Stars the ſweepings of thy glorious 
Train. 


| J- 
There all Thy Family of menial Saints, 
Huge Colonies of bleſs'd Inhabitants, 


Which Death through countleſs Ages has tranſplan- 
red hence, 


Now on Thy Throne for eyer wait, 


And fill the large Retinue of thy heav'aly State. 
There 
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ar Prophets ſtand, 4 pompous goodly 
OW, 


Of old thy Envoys extraordinary here, 


Who brought thy facred Embaſſies of Peace and 
War, 


Thar to th' obedient, this the rebel world below. 
By them the mighty T welye have their abode, 
Companions once of the Incarnate ſuff'ring God, 
Partakers now of all his Triumphs there, 
As theyonearth did in his Miſeries ſhare. 
Ot Martyrs next a crown'd and glorious Quire, 
Illuſtrious Heroes, who have gain'd 


Through dangers, and Red Scas of Bloud the Pro- 
mis'd Land, 


And paſs'd through Ordeal Flames to the Eternity 
in Fire. | 
There a!l make up the Conſort of thy Praiſe, 
To Thee they ſing (and never ceaſe ) 


Loud Hymns, and Hallelujah's of Applauſe : 


An Angel-Laurcat docs the Senſe and Strains comt- 
poles 


_ Senle 
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Senſe far above the reach of mortal Verſe, 


Strains far above the reach of mortal ears, 


And all, a Mule unglorified can fancy, or rehearſe. 


4- 

Nor is this Conſort only keptabove, 

Nor is it to the Bleſs'd alone confin'd ; 

But Earth, and all thy Faithful here are joyn'd, 
And firive to vie with them in Duty and in Love: 


And, tho they cannot equal Notes and Meaſures 
raiſe, 


Strive to returnth' imperſect Ecchoes of tliy Praile. 


They through all Nations own thy glorious 
Name, | 


And every where the greatThree-One proclaim, 
Thee, Father of the World, and Us, and Him, 


Who muſt Mankind, whom Thou did{t make, 
Redeem, 


Thee, bleſſed Saviour, the ador'd, true, only Son 


To man debas'd, to reſcue Man undone: 


H And 
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And Thee, Eternal, Holy Power, 


Who do'ſt by Grace exalted Manreſtore 

Toall,heloſt by the old Fall, and Sin before ;, 
| __ Youbleſg#d andglorious Trinity, 

Riddleto baffled Knowledg and Philoſophy, 
Which cannot conprehend the mighty Myſtery 

Of numerous One, and the unnumber'd Three 
Vaſt topleſs Pile of Wonders ! at whoſe ſight 

Reaſon it ſelf turns giddy with the height, 

Above the flutt'ring pitch of humane Wit, 


And all, but the ſtrong wings of Faith, that Eagle's 
towring flight. 


A 
Bleſs'd Jefu ! how ſhall we enough adore, 


Or thy unbounded Loye, or thy unbounded 


Pow'r 2 


Thou art the Prince of Heay'n, thou are the Al- 
mighty's Heir, 


Fhou artth' Ecernal Oft-ſpring of th' Ercrnal Sire: 
Hail thou the Worlds Redeemer! whom to free 


From bonds of Death and endleſs miſery, 


Thou 
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Thou chought'ſt i it no diſdain to be 
Inhabirer in low morrality : 
Th' Almighty thoughit it tio diſdain 
To dwell inthe pure Virgins ſpotlefs Womb, 


There did the boundleſs Godhead; and- whiole 
Heay'n find room, 


And a ſmall point the Circleof Infinity contain. | 
Hail Ranſom of Mankind, all-great, all-good! 
Whodidſt attone ws with thy Bloud, 
Thy ſelf the Offering, Altar, Prieſt, and God: 
Thy ſelf didſt die to be our glorious Bail 
From Death's Arreſts,and the eternal Flaming Jail: 
Thy ſelf thou gav'ſt cli ineftimable Price, 


To Purchaſe and Redeemaur miorgag'd Heay'n atid 
Happinels. 


Thither, when thy great Work on Eatth had 
end, 


When Dearth it ſelf was ſlain and dead, 
And Hell with all its Powers captive led; 
Thou didſt again triumphantly Aſcend : 


H 2 There 
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There do'ſt Thou now by Thy _ Tather ſit on 
high, 


With equal Glory, equal Majeſt "'Y 
Joynt-Ruler of theeverlaſting Monarchy. 


6, 


Again from thence thou ſhalt with greater triumph 
conic, 


When the laſt _—_— ſounds the general 
Doom : 


And (lo! )thon com'ſt,and ( lo! ) the direful ſound 
does make 


. Through Deatlis wide Realm Mortality awake * 
And(1o) they all appear 
At Thy Dread Bar, 
And all receive th unalterable Sentence there. 
Afrighted Nature trembles at the diſmal Day, 
And ſhrinks for fear, and vaniſhes away : 


Both that, and Time breath out their laſt, and now 
they die, 


And now are ſwallow'd upand loſt in vaſt Eternity. 


Mercy, 


ood, 


Through Life's tempeſtuous Ocean here, 


Hymn of St. Arabroſe. 
Mercy, O mercy, angry God! 


O write us with it in the Book of Fate 
Amo ngſt thy Choſen, and Predeſtinate, 
Free Denizens of Heay'n, of the Immortal State. 
P; 
Guide us, O Saviour ! guide thy Church below, 
Both Way, and Star, Compaſs, and Pilot Thou : 
Do thou this frail and tc tt'ring Veſſel ſteer 


Thy precious Bloud which was ſo freely ſpi!r 
To waſh us trom the ſtains of Sin and Guilr : 


7% 


- 
Fd 


Through all the toſſing Waves of Fear, 
And dang'rous Rocks of black Deſpair. 


And thus we ever wiſh to grow : 


H 3 


TI; 


Stop, ſtop thy flaming Wrath, roo fierce to be with- 


And quench it with the Deluge of thy Bloud ; 


Safe uaderThee we ſhall ro the wiſh'd Haven move, 
And reach the undiſcover'd Lands of Bliſs; above. 
Thus low (bchold ! ) ro thy great Name we bow, 


ay, 
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Conſtant, as Time does thy fix'd Laws obcy, 
To Thee: our r Worſhip and our Thanks we pay : 
With thele we wake the cheartul Light, 


Wirh theſe we Sleep, and Reſt invite ; 


Anc thus we ſpend our Breath, and chus we ſpend 
_ Days, | 


And neyer ceaſe to Sing, and never ceafetoPraile. 
”. 4 
While thus each Breaft, and Mouth, and 


” Ear : 
Are filled with thy Praiſc, and Love, and. Fear, 
Let never Sin get room, or entrance there : 


arp Q Lard, chrough this and all our 
Sr 


To guard us with Thy pow rtul Grace : 
Within our hearrs lerno uſurping Luſt be found, 
No rebel Paſſion rumult raiſe, 
To break thy Laws, or break our Peace, 
Bur ſer thy Watch of Angels on thePlace, 


And keep the Tempter full from that forbidden 
= ground. - | 


Evers 
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Ever, O Lord, to us thy mercies grant, 


Never, O Lord, let us thy mercies want, 
Ne're want. Thy Fayour, Bounty, Liberality, 
Burt let them cveron us be, 
Conſtant as our ow Hope and Truſt on Thee : 
On Thee we all our Hope and Truſt repoſe ; 
O never leave us to our Foes, 
Never, O Lord, deſert our Cauſe: 
Thus aided and upheld by Thee, 
We'll tear no Danger, Death, nor Miſery; ; 
Fearleſs we thus will ſtand a falling world 
With cruſhing Ruins all abour us hurl'd, 


And po wide gaping Hell, & all irs ſlighted Pow'rs 
clie. 


H 4  ALet- 
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S to that Poet ( if fo great a one, as he, 


May ſuficr in compariſon with me 
When heretofore in Scythian exile pent, 
To whichhe to'ungratceful Rome was ſent. 

. Tf a kind Paper from his Country came, 


And wore ſubſcrib'd ſome known, and faithfu| 
Name; 


That like a pow'rful Cordial, did infuſe 
New lifeinto his ſpeechleſs oaſping Muſe, 
And {trait his Genius, which before did ſeem 
Bound up in Icc, and frozen as the Clime, 


By its warm force, ang triendly influcnce thaw'd, 


Pillcly'd apace, and in ſoft numbers flow'd : 


Such 
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Such welcome here, dear Sir, your Letter had  * 


With me ſhut up in clofe conſtraint as bad: 
Wot eager Lovers, held in long ſuſpence, 
Wirth warmer Joy, and a more tender ſenſe 
Meet thoſe kind Lines, which all their wiſhes bleſs: 
And Sign, and Seal deliver'd Happineſs : 
My grateful Thoughts ſo throng to get abroad, 
They over-run cach other in the crowd : 
To you with haſty flight they rake their way, 
And hardly for the dreſs of words will ſtay. 
Yet pardon, if this only fault I find, 
That while you praiſe too much, you are leſs kind : 
Conſider, Sir, 'tis illand dang'rous thus 
To over-lay a young and tender Muſe : 
Praiſe, the fine Diet, which we're apt to love, 
It given to exceſs, docs hurtful prove : 
Where it does weak, diſtemper'd Stomachs mee: .. 
That ſurteits, which ſhould' nouriſhment create. 
Your rich Pertumes ſuch fragrancy diſpenſe, 


Their ſweetneſs overcomes, and palls my ſenſe ; 


On 
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On my weak head you heap ſo, many Bays, 


I fink beneath 'em, quite opprefs'd with. Praiſe, 
And arcſembling fate wich him receive, 
Who in too kind a triumph found his Grave, » 
Smother'd with Garlands,whichApplauders gave. 
To you thele Praiſes juſtlier all. belong, 
By alienating which, your ſelf you, wrong : 
Whom better can ſuch commendations fit 
Than you, whoſo well teach and praftiſe Wit ? 
Verſe, the great boaſt of drudging Fools, from ſome, 
May moſt of Scriblers with much ſtraining come : 
They void 'em dribling, and in pain they write, 
As it they had a Strangury of Wit : 
Your Pen uncall'd they readily obey, 
And ſcorn your Lak ſhould flow fo faſt as they : 
Each ſtrain of yours ſocafie does appear, 
Each ſuch a graceful negligence does wear, 
As ſhews you haye none,and yet want no carc. 
None of your ſerious pains or. time they colt, 
But what thrown by, you canafford tor loſt: 


4 LETTER a 
If fuch the fruits of your laole leifurcbe, - >. 


Your careleſs minutes yield ſuch Pogtry ; 

We gyeſs what proafs your (Genius would impart, 

Did it employ you, asit does divert : 

But happy you, more prudent, and morewilc, 

With better aims have fix'd your nuble choice. 

While filly 1 all thriving Arts refule, 

" And all my hopes, andall my vigour loſe, 

In ſerviec-onthat worſt of Jilts, a Mule, 

For gainful buſineſs gourt ignoblc. caſe, 

And in gay Trifles waft my ill-{pent days. 
Little I thought, my deareſt Fricnd, that you 

Would thuscontribute to my Ruine t00 : 

Ofre-run with filthy Poctry,and Rhyme, 

The preſent reigning cvil.of the time, 

I lack'd, and ( well Ldid my {elf aflure ) 

From your kind;hand 1 ſhould.reegive acure : 

When(lo! )inſtcad of ;healing Remedies, 

Youcheriſh, and cacourage the Diſcalc : 

Inhumane you help theNiſtemperon, 

Which was before bur roo inyeterate grown. 


AS 
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As a kind looker on, who int'reſt ſhares, 


Tho not in's ſtake, yet in his hopes and fears, 
Would to his Friend a puſhing Gameſter do, 
Recall his Elbow when he haſtes to throw; 
Sucha wiſe courſe you ſhould have took with me. 
Araſh and vent'ring fool in Poetry. 

Poetsare Cullies, whom Rook Fame draws in, 
And wheadles with deluding hopes to win: 
Bur, when rhey hit, and moſt ſucceſsful are, 
They ſcarce come off with a bare ſaving ſhare. 

Oft ( I remember ) did wiſe Friends diſſuade, 

And bid me quit the trifling barren Trade. 

Otfr have Itried ( Heav'n knows ) to mortifie 
This vile,and wicked luſt of Poetry : 

Bur ſtill unconquer'd it remains within, 

Fix'd as an Habit, or ſomedarling Sin. 

In vain I better ſtudies there would ſow, 
Often I've tried, but none will thrive, or grow : 


Allmy beſt thoughts, when Fd moſt ſerious be, 


Are never from its foul infe&tion free: 


Nay 
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Nay (God forgiveme ) when I ſay my Prayers, 


I ſcarce can help polluting them with Verſe: 

That fabulous Wretch of old revers'd I ſeem, 

Who turh whate'relI touch to Droſs and Rhyme, 
_ Ofcrodivert the wild Caprice, I try | 
If Sovereign Wiſdom and Philoſophy 

Rightly applied, will give a remedy : 

Strait the great Stagyrite I rake in hand, 

Seck Nature, and my Self to underſtand: 

Much I refle& on his vaſt Worth and Fame, 

And much my low, and groveling aims condemn, 
And quarrel, that my ill-pack'd Fate ſhould be 
This vain, this worthleſs rhing call'd Poetry : 

But when I find this unregarded Toy 

Could his important Thoughts, and Pains employ, 
By reading therel am but more undone, 

And meet that danger, which I went to (hun. 

Ott when ill Humour, Shagrin, Diſcontent 

Give leiſure my wild Follies to reſenr, 

I thus againſt my (elf my Paſſion vent. 


Enovu gh 
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« Enough, tad rhiniing Sot, enough for ſhame, 


« Give o're, and all thy Quilts co 'Footh.picks 


Damn ; 
« Didſt cver thou the Altar rob, or worſe, 
« Kill the Prieſt there,and Maids recciving force ? 
« Whateclſe could merit this ſo heavy Curſe? | 
© The greateſt Curle, I can, I wiſh on him, 
* If there be any greater than to rhime ) 
« Who firſt did of the lewd invention think, 


* Firſt made two lines with ſounds reſembling 
clink, 


* And, ſwerving from the caſic paths of Proſe, 

* Fetters, and Chains did on ftee Senſe impoſe : 

* Curſs'd too be all the fools, who ſince have went 
« Miſled in ſteps of that ill Preſident : | 

® Want be chtail'd rheit lot : 
Wreaking thy ſpight on all the jingling Crew : 
Scarce the beloved Cowley ſcapes, tho I 


and on1 go; 


Might ſootier my own curſes fear, than he : 
And thus reſolv'd againſt the[cribling vein, 


I deeply ſwear never to write again. 
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But when bad Company and Wine confpire 
To kindle, and renew the foolifh Fire, 
Straitways rclaps'd, I feel the raving fit 
Return, and ftraitT all my Oarhs forget: 
The Spirit; which 1 though caftout before, - 
Enters again with ſtronger force, and power, 
Worſe than ar firſt, and tyrannizes more. 
No ſober good-advice will then prevail, 
Nor from the raging Frenzy merecal : 
Cool Reaſon's diftates me no more cati move 
Than menin' Drink in Bed/zm, or in Love : - 
Deaf to all means which mighrmoſt proper ſcem 
Towardsmy cure, I runſtark-mad in'Rhime: 
A ſad poor haunted wretch, whom nothing; lefs 
Than Prayers of the Church can diſpoſlels. 

Sometimes, aftera redious day half ſpent, 
When Fancy long has hunted on cold Scent, 
Tird in thedull, and fruirlefs chaſe of Thoughc, 
Deſpairing I grow weary, and give out : 
Asa dry Lecherpump'd of all my ſtore, 


[ loath the thing, 'cauſe I can do't no more : 


Bar 
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But, when Ionce begin to find again, 


Recruits of matter in my pregnant Brain, 

Again more eager I the haunt purſue, 

And with freſh vigour the lov'd ſport fenew : 
Tickled with ſome ſtrange pleaſure, which I find, 
And think a ſecreſieto all mankind, 
{ pleaſe my ſelf with the vain, falſe delight, 

And count none happy, bur the Fops that write. 

"Tis cndleſs, Sir,to tell the many:ways, 

Wherein my poor deluded felt I pleaſe: 

How, when the Fancy lab'ring for a Birth, 

With unfelt Throws brings its rude iſſue forth: 
How after, when imperfeCt ſhapeleſs Thought 

Is by the Judgment into Faſhion wrought. 

When at firſt ſcarch I craverſe o're my mind, 
Nought buta dark, and empty Void I find : 

Some litrle hints art length, like ſparks,break thence, 
And glimm'ring Thoughts juſt dawning into ſenſe : 
Cofus'd a while the mixt Idea's lie, - 

Wirth nought of mark to be diſcover'd by, 


Like 
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Like colours undiſtinguiſh'd in the night, 


Till che dusk Images, mov'd tothe light, 

Teach the diſcerning Faculty tochuſe, | 

Which it had beſt adopt, and which refuſe. 

Here rougher ſtrokes, rouch' d with acarelefs daſh, 

Reſemble the firſt firring of a face: 

There finiſh'd draughts in form more ſull a ppear, 

Androtheir juſtneſsask no further care. 

Mean while wichinward joy I proud am grown, 

To ſeethe work ſucceſsfully go on : 

And prize my ſelf ina creating power, | ( for: 

That could make ſomething, what was nought be- 
Sometimes a ſtiff, unwieldy thought I meer, 

Which to my Laws will ſcarce be made ſubmit: 

Burt, when, after expence of pains and time, 

'Tis manag'd well, and taught to yoke in Rhime, 

I triumph more,than joyful Warriours wou 'd, 

Had they ſome ſtour, and hardy Foe ſubdu'd : 

And idly think, leſs goes to thei Command, 


That makes arm'd Troops 3 in well. Placd order 
ſtand, 


| Than 
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Than to the-condutt of my words, when they 


March in due ranks, are fetan juſt arxay. | 


Sometimes on Wings of Thought I feem on 
high, 


As men in ſleep, though motioaleh they lis, 
Fledg'd by a Dream, believe they mount and fly : 
So Witches ſome enchanted Wand beſtride, | 
And think they through theajry Regions ride, 
Where Fancy is both Traveller,Way,and Gyide : 
| Then ſtrait I grow a ſtrange exalted thing, 

And equal in conceit, at leaſt a King : 
As the poor Drunkafd,when Wine ſtyms his braing, 
Anointed with that Liquor, thinks he reigns. 
Bewitch'd by theſe Deluſjons/tisI write, = 
( The tricks ſome pleaſant Devil plays in {pi ght ) 
And when Im in the freakiſh Trance, which] 
Fond Glly Wretch, miſtake for Extaſic, 
I find all former Reſolutions vain, 
And thus recant them, and make new again. 

= Whar was't, Iraſbly yow'd: ? ſhall everT 
* Quit my beloved Miſltris, Poetry ? 


«© Thou 
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& Thou ſweet beguiler of my lonely hours, 
& Which thus glide unperceiv'd with filent courſe : 
& Thou gentle Spell, which undiſturb'd do'ſt keep 
&« My Breaſt; and charm intruding care aſleep: | 
© They fay,.thou'rt poor, and unendow'd, what 


tho 2 

& For thee I this vain, worthleſs world forgo: 
« Let Weafth, and Honour be for Fortunes Slaves, 
« The Alttis of Fools, and Prize of crafty Knaves : 
& To me thou art, whate'reth' ambitious crave, 
 « And all that greedy Miſers want, or have: 
« In Youth, or Age, in Travel, or at Home, 
« Here, or in Town, at Zondov, or at Rome, 
© Rich, ora Beggar, free, orin the Flcer, 
* Whate're my Fate is, 'tis my Fate to write. 

Thus I have made my {hrifted Muſe confeſs, 
Her ſecret Feebleſs, and her Weaknelſles : 
All her hid Fauſrs ſhe ſers expos'd to view, 
And hopes a gentie Confeſlor in you : 


I 2 She 


139 A LETTER. 
She hopes an caſte pardon for her ſin, « | 
Since 'tis but what ſhe'is not wilfulin, 

Nor yet has ſcandalousnor open been. 

Try if your ghoſtly counſel can reclaim * - 

The heedleſs wanton'from her guilt and ſhame : 

Ar leaſt be not ungenerous to reproach Won 

That wretched frailry,which you've help'd debauch. 

'Tis now high time to end, for fear I grow 

More tedious than old Doaters, when they woo, | 
Than travel'd Fops,when far-fetch'd Ites they prate, 
Or flatr'ring Poets, when they dedicate. 

Nodull forgiveneſs I preſume to crave, 

Nor vainly formy tircſom length ask leave: 
Leſt I, as often formal Coxcombs uſe, A 
Prolong that very faulr, I would excule : 
May this the ſame kind welcome find with you, 


As yours did here, and cyer tall; Adicu, 


IT 
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Upon Printer that expoſed him by 


Printing a Piece of his profly 
22% and faulty. 2137 


Ull, and -unthinking ! hadſt thou none but me 
To plague, and urge to thine own Infamy 2. 
Had I ſome tame and ſneaking Author been, 
Whoſe Muſe to Love, and ſoftneſs did incline, 
Some ſmall Adventurer in Sang, that whines 
Chitoris and Phylis out in charming lines, 
Fit todivert,mineHoſteſs, and miſlead 
The heart of ſome poor tawdry Waiting Maid; 
Perhaps I might have then forgiven thee, - 
And thou hadſt ſcap'd from my reſentments free. 
But I 'whom ſpleen, and manly rage inſpire, 
Brook noaffront, at cach offence take fire : 
Born to chaſtiſe the Vices of the Age, 
Which Pulpits dare not, nor the very Stage: 
Sworn to laſh Knavesof all degrees, and ſpare 
None of the kind; however great theyare : 
Satyrsmy only Province, and delight; 
For whole dear fake alone I've yow'd to write: 
For this I ſeek.occafions, court Abuſe, | 
{ To: thew my Parts, and fignalize my Muſe: 
{ Fondof a Quarrel, as young Bullicsare 
To makethar Mettle, and their Skill appear :+ 
' And didſt thouthink 1 would a wiong acquir, 
| Thattouch'd my tender'it part of Honour, Wit 2 
No, 
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No, Villain, may my Sins ne're pardon'd be 

By Heav'n it (elf, if e'reI pardon thee. 

_. Members from breach of Privilege deter 

By threatning Tophamand a Melleriget: '. 

Scroggs, and the Brathersot the Coit oppoſe, 

By force and dint of Statutes, and the Laws : 

Strumpets of Bilingſgate redrefs their wrongs 

By the ſole noiſe, and toulneſs of their Tongues : 

And I go always arm'd for my defence, 

To puniſh, and revenge an inſolence. 

I wear my Pen, as others dotheis Sword, 

To each affronting Sor, I meer, rhe word 

Is Satisfattion : ftrait to ThruſtsI go, 

And pointed Satyr runs him rhroughand through.” 

Perhaps thou hop'dſt thar thy obfeariry 

Should be thy fateguard, and ſecure thee tree. 

No, wretch, I mean fromrthence to ferch thee our, 

Like fentenc'd Felons,/to be drag'd about : | 

Torn, mangled, and expos'd to ſcorn, and ſhame, 

I mean to hang, and Gibbet up thy Name. 

If thou to live in Saryr ſo much thirſt, 

Enjoy thy wiſh, and Fame, till envy burſt, C 

Renown'd, as he, whom baniſh'dOvid curt : 

Or he, whomold A4rch:tochus fo ſtung: = 

In Verſe, that he for ſhame, and: madnets hung : 

Deathleſs in infamy, do thou fo live, 

And leemy Rage; like his, to Halters dzive., 
 Thou:thoughtſt perhaps my Gall was ſpent and 

one, * 

My —_— drain'd,.and Ia ſtingleſs Drone: 

Thou. thoughtſtT had no Curſesleft in ſtore ; 

. Bur tothy forrow know, and find I've more, _ 

vis Ore 
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More, ang more dreadful yer, able to ſcare, 
Like Hell, and urge to Daggers, and Deſpair : 
Such thoy ſhalt feel, are ſtill reſerv'd by me, - 
To vex and foree thee to thy Deſtiny : | 
Since thou haſt bray'd my vengeance thus 3 prepare, 
And trembie.tram my Pen thy Doom to hear. 
Thou, who with ſpurious Nonſente durit pro- 
fanc 
The genyine iflue of a Poets Brain, 
May it thou hereafter never deal in Verſe, I 
But what hoarſe Bell-men in their Walks cher | 
Or Smithfield Audience fung on Crickets hears 
May thou print #7-——,or fome duller Aſs, 
Jordan, or Him, that wrote Dutch Hudibraſs: 
Or next vile Scribler of the Houſe, whoſe Play 
Will ſcarce for Candles, and their ſnuffing pay: 
May you cach other Curſe ; thy ſelf undone, 
And he the laughing-ſtock of all the Town. 
May'ſt thou ne'reriſe to Hiſtory, but what ; 
Poor Grub/treet Peny Chroniclers relate, 6 
Memoirs of 7yburn, and the mourntul State - 
Of Cut-purſesin Zo/born Cavalcade, 
Till thou thy ſelt be the ſame ſubject made. 
 Compell'd by want, may'ft thou Print Popery, 
For which be the Carts Arſe; and Pillory, | C 
Turnips, and rotten Epgs thy deſtiny. 
Maul'd worſe than Reading, Chriſtian, or Cellier, 
Till thou daub'd ore with loathfom filth, appear 
Like Brat of ſome vile Drab in Privy found, 
Which there has lain three months in Ordure 
drown'd. 
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The Plagueot Poets, Rags, and Poverty, 
Debts, Writs, Arreſts, and Serjeants light on thee : 
Forothers bound, may'ſt thou to Durance go, 
Condemn'd to Scraps, and begging with a Shoo : 
And may'ſt thounever from the Jail pet free, 
Till thou ſwear our thy felt by Perjury : 
Forlorn, abandon, pitileſs, and poor, 
As apawn'd Cully, ora, mortgag'd Whore, 
May it thou an Halter want for thy Redreſs, 
Forc'd toſteal Hemp to end thy miſcries, 
And damn thy ſelfro balk the Hangmans Fees, 
And may nofaucy Fool have better Fate 
Thar dares pull down the Vengeance of my 
Harte, p 
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Advertiſement. 


HE Author of the following Pieces 
muſt be excuſed for their beipg hud.- 
led out ſo confuſedly, They. are b3 red 
juſt as he finiſhed chem off;and ſome things 
there are which he deſigned not cver to ex- 
poſe, but was fain to do it,to keep the Preſs 
at work, when it was once ſet a going, If 
it be their Fateto periſh, and go the way.of 
all mortal Rhimes, *cis no great matter in 
what method they have been placed, no 
more than whether Ode,Elegy, or Satyr have 
the honour of Wiping firſt. Bu if they, and 
what he has formerly made Publick, be ſo 
happ as to live,and come forth in an Editi- 
on all cogether —_ he may then think 
them worth the ſorting in better Order, By 
that time belike he means to have ready a 
very Sparkiſh Dedication, it he can bur ger 
himſelf known to ſome Great Man, thar 


will 
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will give a good parcel of Guirinics for be- 
ing handſomly flacter'd. Then likewiſe the 
Reader ( tor his farther comfort ) may ex- 
pect to {ee him appeary mich all rhe Pomp 
and Trappings of an Author ; his Headin 
the Front very finely cur, together with 
the Year of his Age, Commendatory Ver- 
ſes in abundance, and all the Hands of the 
Poets of the 2uorwn ro confirm his Book, 
and paſs it for Authentick. This at preſent 
is content to come abroad naked, Undedica- 
red, and unprefaced, withour one kind 
Word to ſhelter ic from Cenſure, and fo 
let the Criticks take it amongſt chem. 
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The POET brings himſelf in, as diſcourſing with 4 
Dottor of the Univerſity xpon the Subjeft enſuing. 


F all the Creatures in the world that be; 
7 In or Fowl, that go,or ſwim, or fly 
Throughout the Globe trom London ro Japan; 
The arranr'ſt Fool in my opinion's Man. 
What 2 ( ſtraitI'mtaken up) an At, a Fly, 
A tiny Mite, which we can hardly ſee 
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Without a Perſpefive, a filly Aſs, | 


Or freakiſh Ape 2 Dare you affirm, that theſe 
Have greater ſenſe than Man Ay, queſtionlelſs. 
Doctor, I find you're ſhock'd at this diſcourſe : 
Man is( you cry ) Lord of the Univerſe , 

For him was this fair frame of Nature made, 
And all the Creatures for his uſe, and aid : 

To him alone of all the living kind, 

Has bounteous Heaw'n the reas ning gift aſign'd, 
True Sir, that Reaſon ever was his lot, 

Bur thencel argue Man the greater Sot. 

This idle talk, (ay you ) and rambling ſtuff 
May paſs in Satyr, aud take well enough \ 
With Sceptick Fools, who are giſpos'd tojeer 
At ſerious things : but you muſt make't appear 
By ſolid proof. Believe me, Sir, I'll do't: 

Take you the Desk, and ler's diſpute it our, 
Then by your favour, tell me firſt of all, 


What tis, which you grave Doors Wiſdom call 2 


You 


' 
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You anſwet : *77s anevenueſi of Soul, 
Aſtedd ly remper; which no cares controut, 
No paſſions ruffle, nor defires inflame, 
St1f conſtant to its ſelf, and till the ſame, 
That does in all its ſlow Reſol ves advance, 
With graver ſteps, than Benchers, when they dance. 
Moſt true ; yet is not this, I dare maintain, 
Leſs us'd by any, than the Fool, call'd Man. 

The wiſer Emmet, quoted jult before, 
In Summer time ranges the Fallows ore 
With pains,and labour, to lay in his ſtore: 
But when the bluſtring North with ruffling blaſts 


Saddens the year, and Nature overcaſts ; 


| The prudent InfeQt, hid in privacy, 


Enjoys the fruits of his paſt induſtry. 

No Ant of ſenſe wase'te fo awkard ſeen, 

To drudg in Winter, loiter inthe Spring; 
Bur ſillier man, in his miſtaken way, 


By Realon, his falſe guide, isled aſtray : 
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Toſt by a thouſand guſts of wavering doubt, | 


His reſtleſs mind till rolls from thought to 
thought : 


Ia cach reſolve unſteady, and unfixt, 

And whicen he one day loaths, deſires the next. - 
Shall I, ſofam'd for many a tuant jeſt 

On wiving, now go take a jilt at laſt 2 

Sha/lT turn Husband, and my ſtation chooſe, 

Amongſt the reverend Martyrs of the Nooſe ? 

No, there are fouls enough beſides in Town, 

Zo furniſh work for Satyr , aud Lampoon : 

Few months before cried the unthinking Sort, 

Who quickly aſter, hamper'd in the knot, 

Was quoted for an inſtance by the reſt, 

And bore his Fate, as tamely as the beſt, 


And thought, that Heav'n from ſome miraculous 
ſide, 


For him alone had drawn a faithfnl Bride, 
This is our image juſt: ſuch is that vain, 
Fhat fooliſh, fickle, motly Creature, Man : 


More 
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Monfieur Boilcau, imitated. 5 
More ehanging than a Wearhercock, his Head 


Ne'r wakes. with the ſame thoughts, he went to 


bed, 
Irkſome to all beſide, and ill ar caſe, 
He neither others, nor himſelf can pleaſe : 
Each minute round his whirling humours run, 
Now he's a Trooper, and a Prieſt anon, 
Today in Buff, to morrow in a Gown. 
. Yet, pleas'd with idle whimſics of his brain, 


And putt with pride, this haughty thing would 
fain 


Be thought himſelf che only ſtay, and prop, 
That holds the mighty frame of Nature up # 
The Skies and Stars his propertics muſt ſeem, 
And turn-ſpit Angels tread the Spheres for him : 
Of all the Creatures he's the Lord ( he cries ) 
"More abſolute, than the French King of his, 
And who is there ( ſay you ) that dares deny 

So ownd a truth? That may be, Sir, dol, 
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But to omit rhe controverlie here, - 
Whether, if met, the Paſſenger and Bear, 
This or the other ſtands in greater fear. 
Or if an At of Parliament ſhould paſs” 
That al the 1ri/h Wolves ſhould quit the place, 
They” d ſtrait obey rhe Statutes high command, 
And at a minutes warning rid the Land : 
This boaſted Monarch of the world, that alk 
The Creatures here, and with his beck gives] Laws; 
This ricular King, who thus pretends to be”. 
The Lord of all, how many Lords has he ?, 
The luſt of Money, and the luſt of Power, 


With Love, and Hate, and twenty paſſions more, +. 


Hold him their ſlave, and chain him to the OAr, 
| SCarce hasfoft ſleep i in ſilence closd his, eycs, 
Op! ( ſtrait ſays Avarice ). 'tis time to riſe. 
Not yet : one minute longer. 7p / (ſhe.cries ) 
| Thi Exchange, and Shopsare hardly oper yet. 


No matter : : Riſe! But afrer all, for what 2 


Pe 
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Monfieur Boileau, imitated. 7 
D'ye ask? go, cut the Line, double the Cape, 


Traverſe from end to end the ſpacious deep : 
Search both the Indies, Bantam, axd Japan : 
Fetch Sugars from Barbadoes, Wines from Spain. 
What needs all this? I've wealth enough in {torc, 
I thank the Fates, nor care for adding more. 
Tou cannot have too much, this point to gain, 

Tou muſt no Crime, no Perjury refrain, 

Funger you muſt endure, Hardſhip, and Want, 
Amidlt full Barns keep an eternal Lent, 

And tho you've more thay B—m has (pent, 

Or C—n got, like ſtingy B—el ſave, 

And grudg your ſelf the charges of a Grave, 


And the ſmall Ranſom of a ſingle Groat, 
From Sword, or Halter to redeem your Throat. 


And Pray, why all chis ſparing 2 Don't you knew 2 
Only t enrich a ſpendthrift Heir, or ſo: 

Who ſhall, when you are timely dead, and gone, 
With his gilt Coach, and Six amuſe the Town, 
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Keep his gay brace of Punks, and vainly give 


More for q night, than you to fine for Shrieve. 
But you loſe time ! the Wind, and Veſſel waits, 


Quick, let's afoard! Hey for the Downs, and 


Streights. 
Or, if all-powerful Money fail of charms : 


To tempt the wretch, and puſh him on to harms : 


With a ſtrong hand does fierce Ambition ſeize, 
And drag him forth from ſoft repoſe and eaſe : 
Amidſt ten thouſand dangers | purs him On, 
With los of Bloud and Limbs to hunt renowa. 
Who for reward of many a wound and maim, 
Is paid with nought bur wooden Legs, and Fame; 
And the poor comfort of a grinning Fate, 
To ſtand recorded in the next Gazette. 

But bold ( cries one ) Your paltry gibing wit, 
Or learn henceforth to aim it more aright : 
if this be any ; tis a gloriow fault, 


Which through all Ages has been ever thought 
The Hero s virtue, and chief excellence : 


Pray, 
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Monſieur Boileau, imitated. 
Pray, what was Alexander in your fenſe ? 


A Fool belike. Yes, faith, Sir, much the ſame : 
Acrack-brain'd Huff, that ſet the world on flame :- 


A Lunatick broke looſe, who in his fit 

Fell foul on all, invaded all, he met : 

Who, Lord of the whole Globe, yet not content; 
Lack'd elbow-room, and ſeem'd too cloſely pent: 
What madneſs was't, that, born-to a fair Throne, 
Where he might rule with Juſtice, and Renown, 
Like a wild Robber, he ſhould chooſe ro roam, 

A piticd wretch, with neither houſe, nor home, + 
And hurling War, and Slaughter up and down, 


Through the wide world make his vaſt folly 
known? * 


Happy tor ten good reaſons had it been, 
If Macedon had had a Bedlam then : 

That there with Keepers under cloſe reſtraint 
He might have been from frantick miſchief pent. 
But that we mayn't in long digreſſions now 
Diſcourle all Rainolds,and the Paſſions through, 


Ang 
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And ranging them in method ſtiff, and grave, 


Rhime on by Chapter, and by Paragraph; 
Let's quit thepreſent Topick of diſpute, 
For More and Cudiworth to enlarge about ; 
And take a view of man in his beſt light, 
Wherein heſeemsto moſt advantage ſer, 
'Tis he alone (you'lfay ) 'tis happy he, 
That's fram'd by Nature for Society : 
He only dwells in Towns,ts only ſeen 
With Manners and Civility toſhine ; 
Does ouly Magiſtrates, and Rulers chooſe, 
And live ſecur'd by Government,” and Laws. 
Tis granted, Sir ; but yet withonr all theſe, 
Without your boaſted Laws, and Policies, 
Or fear of Judges, or of Juſtices ; 
Who ever ſaw the Wolves, that he can lay, 
Like more inhumane Us, ſobent on prey, 
To rob their tellow Wolves upon the way 2 
Who ever ſaw Church and Fanatick Bear, 
Like ſavage Mankind one another tear ? 


LOA What 


% 
— 


Monficur Boilean, imitated 
What Tygerere,afpiring to be greac, C1 
In Plots and Faftions did embroil the State 2... 
Or when was heard upon-the Libian Plains, 
Where the ſtern; Monarch of the Def&r reigns; - 
ThatWhig and Tory Lions in wild jars 
Madly engag'dfor choice of Shrievesand:May'ts 2 
The ficrceſt Creatures, we in Nature find, f12P 
Reſpe@thcir figure:till in the ſame kind; 
Toothers rough, tothele they gentle be, | 
Andlive-fromNoife; from Feuds, from Actions ftee\ 
No Eagle does upon his Peerage luc, . | 
And ſtrive ſome'meaner Eaglv toiundo : 
No Fox was'&te fubornid by:ſpire;, or hire, - 
Againſt his brother Fox|hislitero ſwears. ,, *- 
Nor any Hind; for Impotence at Rur, 
Did e'ro the Stag/into-the Arches pur; | 
Where a-grave Dean the weighty Caſe miphtſtate, ' 
What makes in Iaw a'icarnal Fob-complete :- * 
They-fear no draadful\ Quo Wirraito Writ, © - © © 
To ſhake theirancienr privilege andright : | 


LD BER > eee 
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No Courts of Seſſions, or Aſlize are there, 


No Common-Pleas, Kings-Bench, or Chancery-Bar : 
But happier they, by Natures Charter free, 
Secure, and ſafe in mutual peace agree, 

And know noother Law, butEquity. 


. iTis Man,'tis Man alone, that-worſt of Brutes,.. / 


Who firſt brought up the trade of cutting Throats, 
Did Honour firſt, that barbarous term, deviſe, . ... 
Unknown to all the gentler Savages ; 

And, as.'rwerc got cnough rhave fetch'd from Hell, 
Powder, and Guns, with all the arts to kill, 

Farther to plague the World, hemuſt ingroſs 

Huge Codes, and bulky PandeCts of the Laws, 
With Dqtors Gloſſes to perplex the Cauſe, 
Wheredarken'g; Equity is kept from/light, 

Under vaſt Raams of non-ſenſe buried quite. - 
Gently, good Sir! (cry you) why all this rant 2_ 
Man has his freaks, and paſſions ; that we grant: 

He has his frailties, and blind fides ; who doubts 2. 
But his keaf Vi irtges balance all bis Fawlts, 


Pray, 


PE OY a WERE Me. -- let. [ 
* 
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Monfieur Boileau, imitated. 
Pray, was it not this bold, this thinking Man, 


r3 


That meaſur d Heav'n, and taught the Stars to ſcan, © 


Whoſe boundleſs wit, with ſoaring wings durſt fly, 


Beyond the flaming borders of the 5ky ; 


Turn d Nature o're, and with a piercing view 


Each cranny ſearch'd, and look'd her through and 


through : 
Which of the Brutes have Univerſities ? 


When was it heard, that they e're took Degrees, 


Or were Profeſſors of the Faculties ? 
By Law,or Phyfick were they ever known 


To merit Velvet, or a Scarlet Gown 2 


No queſtionleſs ; nor did we ever read, 


made, 
By Parent to profeſs the poys'ning Trade: 
No Dottors in the Desk there hold diſpute 


A 


- Of Quacks with them, that were Licentiates 


Abour Black.pudding, while the wond'ring Rour 


Liſten to hear the knotty Truth made out : 


| Nor Virtuoſo's teach deep myſteries 


Of Arts tor pumping Air, and ſmothering Flies. 


Bur 
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But not tourge the matter farther now, 


Nor ſearch it tothe depth, what 'tis to know, 


| And whether we know any thing or no. 


Anſwer me only this, What man is there 


In this vile thankleſs Age, wherein weare, 
Who docs by Senſeand Learning value bear? 
Would ſt thou get Honour, and a fair Eſtate, 
And have the looks and favours of the Great ? 
Cries an old Father to his blooming Son, 


T ake the right courſe, be rul'd by me, tis done. 
A Leave monldy Authors to the reading Fools, | 
The poring crowds in Colleges and Schools: | 
| How much is threeſcore Nobles > Twenty pound, 
Well ſaid, my Sor, the Anſwer's moſt profound : 

Go, thou know'ft all that's requiſite to know; 
| What Wealth on thee, what Honours haſte to flow ! 
| In theſe high Sciences thy ſelf employ, 
Inſtead of Plato, take thy Hodder, Boy. 


Learn there the art to audit an Account, 


Towhat the Kings Revenue does amount : 


Monfieur Boileau, imitated. 
How mach the Cuſtoms, and Exciſe bring in, 


| And what the Managers each year purloin. 
\ | Geta Caſe-hardend Conſcience, Iriſh proof, 
| Which nought of pity, ſenſe, or (hame can move : 

Ss _ Algerine, Barbarian, Turk, or Jew, 

Unjuſt, inhumane, treacherous, baſe, untrue ; 

Ne'r ſtick at wrong ; hang Widows fighs and tears, 
| The cant of Priefts to frighten Vſurers : 

Boggle at nothing to encreaſe thy Store, 

Nor Orphans ſpoils, nor plunder of the Poor : 

1 And ſcorning paltry rules of Honeſty, 

By ſurer methods raiſe thy Fortune high, 

Then ſhoals of Poets, Pedants, Orators, 
Dottors, Divines, Aſtrologers, and Lawyers, 
Authors of every ſort, and every ſize, 

To thee their Works, and Labours ſhall addref,, 
With pompous Lies their Dedications fill, 

And learnedly in Greek and Latine tel 

| Liestoth ;y face, that thou haſt deep inſight, 

| Andart a mighty Judg of what theywrite. 
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He that is rich, is every thing, that is, 
Without onegrain of Wiſdom he is wiſe, 
And knowing nought, knows all the Sciences : 


He's witty, gallant, virtuous, generous, ſtout, 
Well-born, well-bred, well-ſhap'd, well-dreſt, what not ? 
Lov'd by the Great, and courted b y the Fair, 
For none that & re had Rich es, found deſpair : 
Gold to the loathſom'ſt obje& gives agrace, 
. And ſets it off, aud makes ev'nBovey pleaſe + 
But tatter d Poverty they all deſpiſe, 
Love ſtands aloof, aud from the Scare-crow flies. 
Thus a ſtanch Miſer to his hopeful Brat 
Chalks out the way that leads to an Eſtate; ; 


Whoſe knowledg oft with utmoſt ſtretch of Brain 


No high'r than this vaſt ſecret can attain, 


__—_ 5 3 
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Five and fonr's nine, take two, and ſeven remain, | 
Go, Doctor, after this, and rack your Brains, 

Unravel Scripture with induſtrious pains: 

Oa muſty Fathers waſte your fruitleſs hours, 

Corrett the Criticks, and Expoſitors : 


—_—_—  ——— 


Monſieur Boileau, imitated. 17 
Our. vie great Sti/eng fleet in ſome vaſt Tome, 


And there confound both Be/arniine and Rome ; 
Or glean the Rabbes of their learned ſtore, 
To find what Father Simor has paſt o'te : 
Then at the laſt ſome bulky piece compile, 
There lay out all your time, and pains, and Skill 
And when 'tis done and finiſh'd for the Preſs, 
To ſome great namethe mighty Work addreſs: 
Who for a full reward of all your toil, 
Shall pay you with a gracious nod or ſmile: 
Juſt recompence of lite too vainly ſpent ! 
An empty Thank you Sir, and Complement. 

Bur, it to higher Honours you pretend, 
Take the advice and counſel of a Friend ; 
Here quit the Desk, and throw your Scarlet by, 
And to ſome painful courſe your (elf apply. 
Go, practiſe with ſome Banker how tv chear, 


There's choice in Town, enquire in Lembard /treer. 
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Let Scot and Ockam wrangle as they pleaſe, 

And thus in ſhort with me conclude the caſe, 

A Doctor is no better than an Aſs. 
A Doftor, Sir 2. your ſelf: Pray have a care, 

This is to puſh your Raillery too far, 

But not to loſe the time in trifling thus, 

Beſide the point, come now more home and cloſe ? 

That Man has Reaſon is beyond debate, 

Nor wil your ſelf, T think, deny me that : 

And was not this fair Pilot givn to ſteer, 

His tott' ring Bark through Life's rough Ocean here? 
All this I grant : Bur if in ſpite of ir 

The Wretch on every Rock he ſees will ſplit, 

To what great purpoſe does his Reaſon ſerve, 

Burt to miſguide his courſe,and make him ſwerye ? 

Whar bootsit-Z7. when'it ſays, Gzve o're 

Thy ſcribling itch, and play the fool no more. 

If-her vaincounſels, purpos'd to reclaim, 


Only ayail to harden him in ſhame? 
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Monfi eur Boileau, et 


Lanipoon'd, and hifs'd, arid damin'd the thouſandeh 


time, 
Still he writes ori, is obſtinate inRhitiie: 
His Verſe, which he does every where recite, 
Pur all his Neighbors, and his Friends to flight : 
Scar'd by the rhiming Fiend, tliey haſt away, 
Nor will his very Groom be hir'd to ſtay. 

The Aſs, whom Nature Reaſon has deni'd, 
Content with Inſtinct for his ſurer guide, 
Still follows that, and wiſelier does proceed : 
He ne'ct aſpires with his harſh braying Note, 
The Songfſters of the Wood to challenge out : 
Nor like this awkard ſmatterer in Arts; 

Scts up himſelf for a vain Aſs of parts; 

Of reaſon void, he ſecs, and gains his end; 
While Man, who does to that falſe light pretend, 
Wildly gropes on, and in broad day is blind. 
By whimſis lcd hedoes all things by chance, 


And as in each againſt alt c>mmon ſenſe; 
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With every thing pleas'd, and difpleas'd at once, 


He knows not what he ſeeks, nor what he ſhuns : 
Unable to diſtinguiſh good, or bad, 
For nothing he is gay, for nothing fad : 
At random loves, and loaths, avoids, purſues, 
Enacts, repeals, makes, alters, docs, undocs. 

Did we, like him, c'et ſee the Dog, or Bear, | 
Chimera's of their own deviſing fear 2 
Frame needleſs doubts, and for thoſe doubts forego 
The Joys which prompting Nature calls them to? 
And with their Pleaſures awkardly at ſtrife, 
With ſcaring Fantoms pall the ſweets of Life 2 
Fell me, prave Sir, did ever Man ſee Beaſt 
So much below himſelf, and fenfe debas'd, 
To worſhip Man with ſuperſtitious Fear, 
And fondly to his Idol Temples rear ? 


Washe ccr ſeen with Pray 'rs, and Sacrifice 


Approach to him, as Ruler of the Skies, 


To beg tor Rain, or Sun-ſhine on his knees 2 


Monfieur Boileau, imitated. 21 
No never: but athouſand times has Beaſt 


Seen Man, beneath the meancſt Brute debas'd, 

Fall low to Wood, and Metal heretofore, 

And madly his own Workmanſhip adore : 

In Egypt oft has ſeen the Sot bow down, 

And reverence ſome deified Baboon : 

Has often ſeen him on the Banks of Nile 

Say Pray'rs to the Almighty Crocodile : 

And now each day in every ſtreet abroad 

Scos prof! rate Fools adore a breaden God. 
But why ( ſay you) theſe ſpiteful Inſtances 

Of Egypt, and its grofs Idolatries ? 

Of Rome, and hers as much ridiculous ? 

What are theſe lewd Buffooneries to us ? 

How gather you from ſuch wild proofs as theſe, 

. That Man, a Doftor is beneath an Aſs ? 

An Aſs! that heavy, ſiupid, lumpiſh Beaſt, 

The Sport, and mocking-ſtock of all the reſt ? 

Whom they all ſpurn, and whom they all deſpiſe, 

Whoſe very name all Satyr does comprize ? 
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An Alfs, Sir? Yes: Pray what ſhould make us 
laugh? 


Now he unjuſtly is our jecr,and ſcoff. 
Bur, if one day he ſhould occaſion find 
Upon our Follies to expreſs his mind ; 
It Heay' 0, as once of old, to check proud Man, 
By miracle ſhould oive him Speech gain; ; 
What would he ſay, d'ye think, could he ſpeak 


out, 
Nay, Lir, betwixt us two, what would he not ? 


What would he fay, were he condemn'd to 
ftand 


For one lon g houran Fleerſtreer, ox the Strand, 

To caſt his eyes upon the motly throng, 

The two- leg'd Herd that daily pals along ; 

Toſee their odd Diſguiſes, Furs, and Gowns, 

Thcir Cafſocks, Cloaks, Lawn ſleeves, ang Panta- 


'.* loons? 
What W ould he ſay to ſee a Velver Quack 
Walk with the pricc of forty kill'd on's Back ; 


Monfieur'Boileau, imitated. © _ 
Or mounted on a Stage, and gaping loud, 


Commend his Drugs; and . Ratsbane to the 
Crowd? 


What would-hethink., on a Lord Mayor's day, 
Should he the Pomp and Pageantry ſurvey 2 

Oc view the Judges, and their ſolemn Train, 
March with grave decency to kill a Man? 

1 What would hethink of us, ſhould he appear 
| InTerm amongſt the Crowds at Weſtminſter, 
And there the helliſh din, and Jargon hear, 


Where S. and his Pack with deep-mouth'd 
| Notes 


! Drown Billing ſgate, andall irs Oylter-Boarts 2 
1 There ſcethe Judges, Sergeants, Barriſters, 
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Attorneys, Counſcllors, Solicitors, 
Cricrs, and Clerks, and all the Savage Crew 


Which wretched man at his own charge undo 2 


It atter proſpeCt of all this, the Aſs 
Should find rhe voice he had in Eſep's days ; 


| ; = Then 
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Then, Dottor, then, caſting his eyes around 
On human Fools, which every where abound. 


Content with Thiſtles, from all envy free, 
And ſhaking his grave head, no doubthe'd cry 
Good faith, Man ts a Beaſt as much as we. 


THE THIRTEENTH 
| OF - 


JUVENATL, 
Imitated. 
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ARGUMENT. 


The POET comforts a Friend, that is overmuch 
concerned for the loſs of a confiderable Sum of Mo- 
wey, of which he has lately been cheated by a per- 
ſon, to whom he intruſted the ſame. This he does 
by ſhewing, that nothing comes to paſs in the world 
without Divine P wha 2 and that wicked Men 

| ( however they ſeem to eſcape its Puniſhment here ) 


Þ yet 
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yet ſuffer abundantly in the torments of an evil 
Conſcience. And by the way takes occaſion to 
laſh the Degeneracy, and Villany of the preſent 


7, zmes. 


Here is not one baſe At, which men) 
commit, | 


* * Gl 


Pur carries this il{ ſting along with it, 
That to the Author it. creates regret: 
And this is ſome Revenge art leaſt, that he 
Can neer acquit himſelf of Villany. 
Thoa Brib'd Judg and Jury ſet him free. 
All people, Sir, abhor ( as 'tis but juſt ) 
Your faithleſs Friend, wo late| y broke his Truſt, 


And curſe the treacherous Dced:® But, thanks to. 
Fate, | 


That hasnet bleſs'd you with ſo ſmall Eſtate, 
But that with patience you may bear the Croſs, 
And need not fink under ſo mean a Loſs. 
Beſides your Caſc for lels concern does call, 


Bezauſe'ris whar docs uſually befall: 


* - 
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TUVENAL, imitated. 27 
Ten thouſand ſuch might be alledg'd with caſe, 


Our of the common crowd of Inſtances. 

! Thenceaſe for ſhame, immoderate regret, 

7 Anddon't your Manhood, and your ſenſe forger : 

'Tis womaniſh, and filly to lay torth | 

More coſt in Grief than a Misfortune's worth, 

You ſcarce can bear a puny trifling ill, 

| Ir goes ſodeep, pray Heay'n ! it daesnot kill : 

1 Andall this trouble, and this vainado, 

Becauſe a Friend ( forſoorh}) has prov'd untrue. 

| Shame of your Beard ! can this ſo much amaze 2 

Were you not born in good King Femmy's days? 

1 Andare nor you art length yet wiſer grown, 

| Whenthreeſcore Winters on your head have ſnownz 
Almighty Wiſdom gives in Holy Writ 

! Wholſom Adviſe to all, that follow it : 

7 Andthoſe, that will nor its great Counſels hear, 

| May learn from meer experience how to bear 


(Wirhout vain ſtrugling ) Fortune's yoke, and how 


. They ought her rudeſt ſhocks roundergo, 


There's 
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There's not a day ſo ſolemn through the year, 


Not one red Letter in the Calendar, 

But weof ſome new Crime diſcover'd hear. 
Thefr, Murder, Treaſon, Perjury, what not ? 
Moneys by Cheating, Padding, Poiſoning got. 


Noris it ſtrange; ſo few are now the Good, 
That fewer ſcarce were leftat Noah's Flood : | 
Should Sodew's Angel here in Fire deſcend, | 
Our Nation wants ten Men to fave the Land, 
Fate has reſerv'd us for the very Lecs 

Of Time, where Ill admits of no degrees : 
An Ageſo bad old Poets ne'r could frame, 

| Nor find a Metal out to give't a name. 


This your Experience knows;and yet for all 
On faith of God, and Man aloud you call, 
Louder thai on Queen Beſs day the Rout 
For Antichriſt burnt in Effigie ſhout : 

Bur, tell me, Sir, tell me, grey-hcaded Boy, 


Do you not know whatLech'ry menenjoy 


TOUVENA L, imitated. 20 


Z In ftollen Goods 2 For Gods ſake don't you ſee 


How they all laugh at your ſimplicity, 

When gravely you forewarn of Perjury 2 

Preach up a God, and Hell, vain empty names, 

Exploded now for idle thredbare ſhams, 

Devis'd by Prieſts, and by none elſe believ'd, 

Eer ſince great Hobbs the World has undeceiv'd? 
This might have paſt with the plain ſimple Race 

Of our Forefathers in King Arthur's days : 

E're, mingling with corrupted forein Seed, 

We learn'd their Vice, and ſpoil'd our native Breed. 

Ere yet bleſs'd 41b:on, high in ancient Fame, 

With herfirſt Innocence reſign'd her Name. 


Fair dealing then, and downright Honeſty, 


1 And plightcd Faith were good Security : 


No vaſt Ingroſsments for Eſtates were made, 


Nor Deeds, large as the Lands, which they con- 
veyd: 


To bind a Truſt there lack'd no formal ties 
Of Paper, Wax, and Seals, and Witneſſes, 


Nor ready Coin, bur ſterling Promiſes : 
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Each took the other's word, and that woult go 
For currant then, and niore than Oaths do now : 


None had:'recourſe to Chanc'r y for defence, 


Where you forego your Right with leſs Expence ; 


Nor traps were yet ſet up for Perjurers, 

That catch men by the Heads, and whip off Ears. 

Then Knave,and Villain, things unheard of were, 

Scarce iti a Century did one appear, 

And he more gaz'd at than a Blazing-Stat : 

If a young Stripling ptit not off his Hat 

In high reſpect to every Beard he mer; 

Thoa Lord's Son; and Heir, 'twas held crime; 

That ſcarcedeſery'd its Clergy in that time : 

So venerable theri wzs four years odds, 

And prey old Heads were reyerenc'd as Gods: 
Now it a Friend oncc-in an Age proveuſt; 

If he miraculouſly keep his Truft, 

And without force of Law deliver all 


That's due, both Intereſt; and Principal 5 


TFOVENAL, imitated. 
Prodigious wonder! fit for Stow to tell, 
And ſtand recorded in the Chrenicle; 
a thing leſs memorable would require 
1 As great a Monument as LZonzoz Fire, 
1 A manof Faith and Uprightneſs is grown 
So ſtrange a Creature both in Court and Town, 


| Thathe withElephants may well be ſhewn. 


> 3 A Monſter, more uncommon than a Whale 


Art Bridge, the laſt great Comer, or the Hail, 
Than Thames his double Tide, or ſhould he run 


With Streams of Milk, or Bloud to Gyaveſend 
down. 


! You're troubled that you've loſt five hundred 
pound 


By treacherous Fraud : another may be found, 
Has loſt a thouſand : and another yer, 
Double to that; perhaps his whole Eſtate. 
Little do folks the heav'nly Powers mind, 
1 If they but ſcape the knowledge of Mankind : | 


* Obſerve, with how demure, aad grave a look 


| TheRaſcal lays his hand upon the Book : 


Ther 
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Then with a praying Face, and lifted Eye 


Claps on his Lips, and Seals the Perjury : 

If you perſiſt his Innocence to doubr, 

And boggle in Belief ; he'l ſtrait rapout 

Oaths by the volley, cachof which would make 

Pale Atheiſts ſtart, and trembling Bullies quake; 

And more than would a whole Ships Crew main- 
rain 

To the Eaft-Indies hence, and back again. 

As God ſhall pazdon me, Sir, I am free 

Of what you charge me with : let me ne'r ſee 

Hu Face in Heavenclſe : may theſe hands rot, 

Theſe eyes drop zut ; if T&er had a Groat 

Of yours, or if they ever touch'd, or ſaw. 

Thus he'l run on two hours in lengrh, rillhe 


Spin outa curſe long as the Litany : 


Till Heay'n has ſcarce a Judgment let in ſtore 
For him to wiſh, deſerve, or ſuffer more. 
| Theſe are, whodiſavow all Providence, 


And think the world is only ſtcer'd by chance : 


Make 


FOY ENAL, imitated. 
Make God at beſt an idle looker on, 


A lazy Monarch lolling in his Throne : 

Who his Affairs does neither mind, or know, 
And leaves them all at random here below: 
And ſuch as eyery foot themſelyes will damn, - 


And Oaths no more than common Breath eſteem : 

No ſhame, nor loſs of Ears can frighten theſe, 

Were every Street a Grove of Pillories. 
Others there be, that own a God, and fear 

His Vengeance to enſue, and yet forſwear : 

Thus to himſelf, ſfays one, Let Heaven decree 

What Doom ſoe're, its pleaſure will, of me : | 

Strike me with Blindneſs, Palſies, Leprofies, J 

Plague, Pox, C onſumption, all the Maladies c 

Of both the Spittles ; ſo I get my Prize, 

And hold it ſure, Dl ſuffer theſe, and more; 

AII Plagues are light to that of being, poor. 

There's not a begging Cripple in the ſtreets 

(Unleſs he with his Limbs has loft his Wits, 


D 
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And u grown fit for Bedlam ) but no doubt, 


To have hu Wealth would have the Rich man's Gout. 
Grant Heavens Vengeance heavy be ; what tho? 
The heavieſt things move ſlowlieſt ſtill we know : 
And, if it puniſh all, that guilty be, 
"Twill be an Age before it come to me : 
God too 1s merciful, as well as juſt ; 
T herefore I'll rather his forgiveneſs truſt, 
Than live deſpis'd, and poor,as thus I muſt : 
Tiltry, and hope, he's more a Gentleman 
Than for ſuch trivial things as theſe, to damn. 
Befides, for the ſame Fat we've often known 
One mount the Cart, another mount the Throne : 
Aud fouleft Deeds, attended with ſucceſs, 
No longer are reputed wickedneſs, 
Diſguisd with Virtues Livery,and Dreſs. 

With theſe weak Arguments they fortifie, 


And harden up themſelves in Villany: 
The Raſcal now dares call you te account, 


And in what Court you pleaſe, joyn iſſue on't : 


Next 
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Next Term hel bring the Adtion to betri'd, 


And twenty Witnefles to ſwear on's ſide : 
And, if that Juſtice to his Cauſe be found, 
Expects a Verdict of five hundred pound. 
Thus he, who boldly dares the Guilt out-face, 
For innocent ſhall with the Rabble paſs : 
While you, with Impudence, and ſham run down, 
Arc only thought the Knave by all the Town. 
Mean time,poor you at Heay'n exclaim,and rail, 

Louder than I — at the Bar does Bawl: 
Is there a Pow'r above? and does he hear ? 
And can he tamely Thunderbolts forbear ? 
To what vain end do we with Pray rs adore ? 
And ou-our bended knees his aid implore > 
Where is his Rule, if no reſpett be had, 

Of Innocence, or Guilt, of Good, or Bad ? 
| Andwho henceforth will any credit ſhow 
To what his lying Prieſts teach here below ? 
If this be Providence; for ought I fee, 
Bled Saint, Vaninus! 7 ſhall follow thee : 


D z Little's 
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Little's the odds 'twixt ſuch a God, and that, 


Which Atheiſt Lewis us d to wear in's Hat. 


Thus you blaſpheme, and rave: But pray, Sir, 
try 
Whar Comforts my weak Reaſon can apply, 


Who never yet read Plutarch, hardly ſaw, 
And am but meanly vers in Seneca. 
In cafes dangerous and hard of cure 
We have recourſe to Scarborough, or Lower : 
Butif they don't ſodeſperate appear, 
We truſt to meaner Doctors kill, and care. 

If there were nevcrinthe work before 
So foul adceed; I'm dumb, not one word more: 
A God's name then let both your ſluces flow, 
And all th' extravagance of ſorrow ſhow ; : 


And tear your Hair, and thump your mournful 
Breaſt, 


As if your dcareſt Firſt-born were deceas'd. 
'Tis granted that a greater Grief attends ] 
Departed Moneys than departed Friends : 
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None ever counterfeits upon this ſcore, 


Nor need he do't: the thought of being poor 

Will ſerve alone to make the eyes run o're. 

Loſt Money's griev'd with true unteigned Tears, 

More true, than Sorrrow of cxpeCtiag Heirs 

Ar their dead Father's Funerals, tho here 

The Back,and Hands no pompous Mourning wear. 
Bur it the like Complaints be daily found 

At Weſtminſter, and in all Courts abound ; 

If Bonds, and Obligations can't prevail, 

But men deny their very Hand and Seal, 

Sign'd with the Armsof the whole Pedigree 

Of their dead Anceſtors to youch the Lye, 

If Temple-Walks, and Smithfield never fail 

Of plying Rogues, that ſer their Souls to ſale 

To the firit Paſſenger, that bidsa prixe, 

And make their livelihood of Perjuries ; 

For God's ſake why arc you fo delicate, 


* And thinkit hard to ſhare the common Fare 2 


4 
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And why muſt you alone be Fav'rite thought 


Of Heav'n, and we for Reprobates caſtout 2? 

The wrong you bear, is hardly worth regard, 
Much leſs your juſt reſentment, if compar'd 
With greater out-rages to others done, 
Which daily happen, and alarm the Town : 
Compare the Villains who cut Throats for Bread, Y 
Or Houſes fire, of late a gainful Trade, | 
By which our City was in Aſhes laid : 
Compare the facrilegious Burglary, 
From which no place can Sanctuary be, 
That rifles Churches of Communion-Plare, 
Which good King Edward's days did dedicate : 
Think, who durſt fteal S. Alban's Font of Braſs, 
That Chriften'd half the Royal Scozzſh Race : 
Who ſtole the Chalices at Chicheſter, 
In which themſelves recciv'd the day before ; 
Or that boid daring hand,of freſh Renown, 


Who, fcorning common Booty, ſtole a Crown : 


Com- 
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Compare too, it you pleaſe, the horrid Plot, 


With all the Perjuries to make it our, 

Or make it nothing, for theſe laſt three years; 
Add to it Thinne's and Godfrey's Murderers : 
And if cheſe ſeem bur ſlight, and trivial things, 


Add thoſe, that have, and would have murder'd 
Kings, 


And yet how little's this of Villany 
To what our Judges oft in one day try ? 
This to convince you, do but travel down, 
When the next Circuit comes, with Pemberton, 
Orany of the Twelye, and there but mind, 
How many Rogues there are of Humane kind, 
And let me hear you, whenyou're back again, 
Say, you are wrong'd, and, it you dare, complain. 
None wonder, who in Eſſex Hundreds live, 
Or Sheppy Iſland, to have Agues rife : 
Nor would you think it much in Africa, 


It you great Lips, and ſhort flat Noſes ſaw: 


D 4 Becauſe 
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Becauſe 'ris ſo by Nature of each place ; 


And therefore there for no ſtrange things they paſs. 

In Lands, where Pigmies are, to ſce a Crane 

( As Kites do Chickens here ) ſweep up a Man, 

In Armour clad, with us would make a ſhow, 

And ſerve for entertain at Bartholmew : 

Yet there it goes for no great Prodigy, 

Where the whole Nation is but one foot high: 

Then why, tond Man, ſhould you ſo much admire, 

Since Kaave isof our Growth, and common here ? 
But muſt (uch Perjury eſcape (lay you ) 

And ſhall it ever thus unpuniſÞ'd go? 

Grant, he weredragg'dto Jail this very hour, 

To ſtarve, and rot ; ſuppoſe it in your Pow'r 

To rack, and rorturehim all kind of ways, 

To hang, or burn, or kill him, as you pleaſe; 

(And what would your Revenge it ſelf have more ?) 

Ycrthis, all this would not your Caſh reſtore : 

And where would be the Comfort,where the Good, 


I: you could waſh your Hands in's reaking Bloud 2 


But, 
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But, Oh, Revenge more ſweet than Life ! Tis true, 

So the unthinking ſay, and the mad Crew | 

| Of he'ring Blades, who for ſlight caule, or none, 


# Atevery turnare into Paſſion blown : 


Whom thelcaſt Trifles with Revenge inſpire, | 
| And teach ſpark, like Gun powder, take fire: 
 Thcic unprovok'd kill the next Man they meet, 
7! Forbeing ſoſawcy, as to walk the Street; 
And at theſummons of each tiny Drab, 
Cry, Damme ! Satufaftion ! draw, and Stab. 
Not ſo of old, the mild good Socrates, 
( Who ſhew'd how high without the help of Grace, 
$ Well-cultivated Nature might be wrought ) 
$ Hca more noble way of ſaff ring taught, 
And, tho he Guiltleſs drank the poiſonous Doſe, 
Ne'er wiſli'd a drop to his accuſing Foes. 
$ Not ſo our great good DMartyr'd King of late 
2 ( Could wehis bleſs'd Example imitate ) 
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Who, tho thegreat'ſt of mortal ſufferers, 
Yet kind to his rebellious Murderers, 
. Forgave, and bleſs'd them with his dyiag-Pray'rs. | 
Thus, we by ſound Divinity, and Senſe 4 
May purge our minds, and weed all Errors thence: 


| 


Theſe lead us into right, nor ſhall weneed 

Other than them through Life to be our Guide. 

Revenge is but aFrailty,incident 

To craz'd, and fickly minds, the poor Content 

Of little Souls, unable to ſurmount 

AnInjury, too weak to bear Aﬀront: 

And this you may infer, becauſe we find, 

"Tis moſt in poor unthinking Woman-kind, 

Who wreak their feebleſpite on all they can, 

Andare more kin to Brute than brayer Man. 
But why ſhould you imagine, Sir, that thoſe 

Eſcapeunpuniſh'd, who ſtill feel the Throes 

And Pangs of a rack'd Soul, and( which is worle * 


Than all the Pains, which can the Body curſe ) 


The ſecret gnawihgs of unſcen Remorſe 2 


q 
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Believer, they ſuffer greater Paniſhmenc 
Than Rome's Inquiſitor's could e're invent : 


J Z7 Notall the Tortures, Racks, and Cruelties, 


7 Which ancient Perſecutors could deviſe, 

Nor all, that Fox his Bloudy Records tell, 

Can match what Bradſhaws, and Ravilliacs feel, 

Whoin their Breaſts carry about their Hell. 
P've read this ſtory, but I know nor where, 

Whether in, Zackwel, or Beard's Theatre: 

A certain Spartan, whom a Friend, like you, 

Had truſted with a Hundred pound or two, 

i Went to the Oracle to know if he 

With ſafety might the Sum in truſt deny. 

*Twas anſwer d, No, that if hgdurſt forſwear, 

He ſhould e're long for's knavery pay dear : 

Hence Fear, not Honeſty, made him refund ; 

Tet to his coſt the Sentence true he found : 

Himſelf, his Children, all his Family, 

 Evnthe remoteſt of his whole Pedigree, 

; Periſh'd ( as there'tis told ) in miſery. 


Now 
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Now to apply : it ſuch be the fad end 


Ot Perjury, tho but in Thought defign'd, 


Think, Sir, what Fate awaits your treach'rous 
Friend, 


Who has not only thought, but done to you 
All this, and more; think, what he ſuffers now, 
Ard think, whatevery Villain ſuffers elſe, 
Thar dares, like him, be faithleſs, baſe, and falſe. . 
Pale Horror, ghaſtly Fear, and black Deſpair 

Purſue his ſteps, and dog him whereſoc're 
He goes, and if from his loath'd ſelf he fly, 

_ To Herd, like wounded Deer, in company, 

| Theſeftrait creepin and pale his mirth, and joy. 
The choiceſt Dainties, ev'n by Lamly dreſt, 
Afﬀord no Reliſh to his ſickly Taſte, 
Infipid all, as Damoecles his Feaſt. 
Ev'n Wine, the greateſt Bleſling of Mankind, 
The beſt ſupport of the dezected mind, 
Applied to his dull ſpirits, warms no more 
Than to his Corps it could palt Lite reſtore. 
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Darknels he fears, nor dares he truſt his Bed 


Withouta Candle watching by his ſide : 
And, if the wakeful Troubles of his Breaſt 
To his toſs'd Limbs allow one moments Reſt, 


Straitways the groans of Ghoſts, and hideous 
Screams 


Of rortur'd Spirits haunt his frioheful Dreams: 
Strait there return to his tormented mind 

His perjur'd AR, his injur'd God, and Friend: 
Strait he imagines you before his Eyes, 

Ghaſtly of ſhape, prodigious of ſize. 

With plaring Eyes, cleft Foot, and monſtrous Tail, 
And bigger than'the Giants at G#1i/d hall, 

Stalking with horrid ſtrides acroſs the Room, 


And guards of Fiends todrag him to his Doom: 


Herear he falls in dreadful Aponies, 


And dead cold Sweats his trembling Members 
ſeize: - 


Then ſtarting wakes, and with a diſmal cry, 


Calls to his aid his frighted Family ; 


Ther? 
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There owns the Crime, and vows upon his knees 


The ſacred Pledge next morning to releaſe, 


Theſe are the men, whom the leaſt Terrors 
daunt, 


Who attheſight of their own ſhadows faint ; 


Theſe, if it chance to Lighten, areagaſt, 

And quakefor fear, leſt every Flath ſhould. blaſt : | 
Theſe ſwoon away at the firſt Thunder-clap, 

As if 'twere not, what uſually does hap, 

The caſual cracking of a Cloud, bur ſent 

By Angry Heaven for their Puniſhment : 

And, it unhurt they *ſcape the Tempeſt now, as 


Still dread the greater Vengeance to enſue: , - | 
Theſe the leaſt Symptoms of a Fever fright, : - 
Water high-colour'd, want of reſt at night, 

Ora diforder'd Pulſe ſtrait makes them ſhrink, 
And preſently for tear they're ready ſink _ 

Into their Graves : their time (think they ) is come, 


And Heav'n in judgment now has ſent their Doom, 
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Nor dare they, though in whiſper, waft a Prayer, 


Leſt it by chanee ſhould reach th' Almighty's ear, 
And wake his ſleeping Vengeance, which before 
So long has their impieties forbore. 

Theſe are the thoughts which guilty Wretches 


haunr, 
Yet enter'd, they flill grow more impudent : 
After a Crime perhaps they now and then 
Feel pangs and ſ{trugglingsot Remorſe within, | 
But ſtraitreturnto their old courſe agen : 


They, who have once thrown Shame, and Conſci- 
ence by, 


Ne'er after make a ſtop in Villany : 


Hurried along, down the vaſt ſteepthey go, 
And find, 'tis all a Precipice below. 

Ev'n this perfidious Friend of yours, no doubt 
Will not with ſingle wickedneſs give our ; 
Have patience buta while, you'l ſhortly ſee 
His hand held up at Bar for Felony : 
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You'l ſee the ſentenc'd wretch for Puniſhment 


To Scilly Iles, or the Caribbes ſent ; 

Or ( if I may his ſurer Fate divine ) 

Hung like Borosk;, for a Gibbet-Sign : 

Then may you glut Revenge, and feaſt your Eyes 
With the dear objeft of his Miferies : 

Andrhen art length convinc'd, with joy you'l find 
Thar the juſt God is neither deaf, nor blind, 
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H wretched 7ſrael! once a bleſs'd, and hap- 
py State, 


The Darling of the Stars, and Heavens Care, 
Then ailthebord'cing world thy Vaſlals were, 
And thou at once their Envy and their Fear, 


How ſoon art thou ( alas |) by the ſad turn of Fate 


E Become 
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| Become abandon'd and forlorn ? 


How art thou now become _—_—_—_ andtheir 
ſcorn}._. Ka 


Thy Luſtre all is vaniſh'd \tthy Glory fled, 
Thy Sun himſelf fer. in a bloud. red, . 
Too ſure Prognoſtick | which does ill portend 
Approaching Storms 6n thy unhappy Land, 


Lett COIN defenceleſs gow to-cach invading 
Han 


A fatal Batrel, lately fought, 

Has all theſe Mis'ries, and Misfortunes brought, 
Has thy quick Ruine)and DeſtruQion wrought : 
There fell we by a mighty Overthrow 
A Prey to an enrag'd; relentleſs Foc, 

The toil and labour of their wearied Cruelty, 

Till they no more could kill, and we no Jonger die : 


Vaſt ſlaughter all around th' enlarged Mountain 
ſwells, 


And numerous Deaths increaſe its former Hills. 
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II. 


In Gath let not the mournful News be known, 
Nor publiſh'd in the ſtreets of Askalor ; 

May Fame it felt be quite ſtruck dumb! 
Oh may it never to Phil;/ia come, 

Nor any live to bear the curſed Tidings home ! 
Leſt the proud Enemies new Trophies rail, 
And loudly triumph in eurfreſh Diſgrace : 

No captive /ſraelite their pompous Joy adorn, 

| Nerin ſad Bondage his loſt Country mourn :- 
No Spoilsof ours be in their Temples hung, 

No Hymnsto Aſh4od's Idol ſung, 
Nor thankful Sacrifice on his glad Altars burn, 


Kind Heay'n forbid ! leſt the baſe Heathen Slaves 
blaſpheme 


\ Thy ſacredand unurterableName; 
And aboyethine extol their Dagor's Fams. 
Leſt the vile Fiſþ's Worſhip ſpread abroad, 
Who fell a proſiraee Victim once belors. our con- 
qu'ring God : 


E 2 An 
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And you, who the greatDeeds of Kings: and King- 
doms write, 


Whoalltheir ACtions to ſucceeding Age tranſmit, 
Conceal the bluſhing Story, ah! conceal 


Our Nations loſs, and our dread Monarch's 
fall : 


Conceal the Journal of this bloudy Day, 


When both by the ill Play of Fate were thrown 
away: 


Nor let our wretched Infamy, and Vertwich 


Crime 


Be ever mention'd in the Regiſters of future Time, 


Wl. 


For ever, Gi1boa, be curs'd thy hated Nama, 
TH eternal Monument of our Diſgrace, and ſhame! 
For ever curls'd be that. unhappy Scene, 


Where Slaughter, Bloud, and Death did lately 
| reign | | 


No Clouds henceforth above thy barren top ap- 
par. 


But what may make thee mourning wear : 


Seas. ces. *. Y 
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Let them ne're ſhake their dewy Flecces there, 


But only once a year 
On the ſad Anniverſe drop a remembring Tear : 
No Flocks of Off rings on thy Hills be known, 
Which may by Sacrifice our Guilt and thine attone 


No m_ nor any of the gentler kind hereafter 
ay 
On thee, but Bears, and Wolves, and Bzaſts 
of prey, 


Or men more ſavage,wild, and fierce than they ; 
A Deſart may'ſt rhou prove, and lonely waſt, 
Like that, our ſinful, ſtubborn Fachers paſt, 


Where they the Penance trod tor all, they there 
tranſgreſs'd : 


Too dearly waſt thou drench'd with precious 
Bloud | 


Of many a Fewi/h Worthy, ſpilt of late, 
Who ſuffer'd there by an ignoble Fare, 
And purchas'd foul Diſhonour at roo higha rate : 


Great Sa«/'s ran there amongſt the common 
Flood, 


His Royal ſelf mixt with the baſer Crow1 : 


K 3 He 
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| He,whom Heav'ns high and open ſuffrage choſe, 
The Bulwark of out Nation to oppoſe 
The Pow'r and Malice of our Foes; 
Ev'n He, on whom the Sacred Oyl was ſhed, - 
Whoſe myſtick dropsenlarg'd his hallow'd Head, 
Lies now ( oh Fate, impartial till to Kings!) 


Huddled,and undiſtinguiſk'd in the heap of meaner 
Things. 


IV. 


Lo! there the mighty Warriour hes, 
Withall his Lawrels, all his Victories, 


To ravenous Fowls, or worſe, to his proud Foes, a 
= 


How chang'd from that great Saw! whoſe gene- 
 rous Aid, | 


Aconqu'ring Army to diſtreſſed Fabeſþ led, 
At whoſe approach Ammon's proud Tyrant fled : 


How chang'd from that great Sau// whom we 
ſaw bring 


From vanquiſh'd Amalek their captive Spoils, and 
| King 3 h : 


When 
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When unbid Pity made him Agag ſpare; | 
Ah Piry/! more can Cruelty-found guilty there : 
Ofr has he made theſe conquer'd Enemies bow, 
- By whom himſelf lies conquer'd now : 
Art Micmaſh his great Might they felt, and knew, 
The ſame they felt at Dammizn too: 
WellI remember, when from Helah's Plain 
He came in triumph, met by a numerous Crowd, 


Who with glad- ſhouts: proclaim'd their Joy, 
aloud ; 


A dance of beauteousVirgins led the ſolemn Train, 


And ſung, and prais'd the man that had his thou- 
ſands ſlain. 


Seir, Moab, Zobah felt him, and wheree'er 
Hedid-hisglorious Standards bear, 

Officious Vi&trytollow'd in the rere:. 

Succeſs attended ſtill his-brandiſh'd'Sword, 


And, like the Grave, the pglutronous' Blade de- 
vour'd :: 


Slanghrer upon its pointin triumph fate, 
Andicatter'd Death, as-quick, and wide as Fate. 


E 4 5. Nor 


56 | David's Lamentation for 
ys. 


Nor leſs in high R@pute, and Worth was his great 
Son, 


Sole Heir of all his Valour, and Renown, 
Heir too ( if cruel Fate had ſuffer'd ) of his Throne : 


The matchleſs Jonathan 'rwas, whom loud. 
rongu'd Fame 


Amongſt her chicteſt Heroes joys to name, 

E re ſince the wond'rous Deeds of Sench done, 
Where he, himſelf an Hoſt, o'recame a War alone : 
The trembling Enemies fled, they try'd to fly, 
Bur fix'd amazement ſtopr, and made them die. 
Great Archer he ! ro whom our dreadful Skill me 

one, 
Dreaded by all, who 7/rae/s warlike Proweſs know; 
As many Shafts, as his full Quiver held, 
So many Fates he drew, ſo many kill'd : 


Quick, -_ unerring they, as darted Eye-beams, 
ew, 


As it he gave 'em ſight, and ſwiftneſs too. 


Death took her Aim from his, and by'r her Arrows 
\ threw. 


VI. Both 
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VI. 
Both excellent they were, both equally all'd 
On Nature, and on Valour's ſide: 


Great Saul, who ſcorn'd a Riyal in Renown, 
Yet envied not the Fame of's greater Son, 
By him endur'd to be ſurpaſs'dalone : 
He gallant Prince, did his whole Father ſhew, 
And faſt, as he could ſet, the well-writ Copies drew 
And bluſh'd, that Duty bid him nor out-go: 
Together they did both the paths to Glory trace, 
Together hunted inthe noble Chace, 
Together finiſh'd their united Race : 
There only did they prove unfortunate, 
Nevertill then unbleſs'd by Fate, 
Yet there they ceas'd notto be great ; 


_ my met, and bray'd their threaten'd 


And 4+ Heav'n revolred, Fortune durſt 
rebel. ne 
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When publick ſafety, and their Countries care 


Requir'd their Aid, and call'd them to the toils of 
War; 


As Parent-Eagles, fummon'd by their Infants cries 
Whom ſome rude hands would make a 
Prize, 
Haſte to Relief, and with their _ out-fly their 
eyes; - 
So ſwift did they their ſpeedy fn bear, 
:;$0ſwift the bold Aggreſlors ſeize, 


So ſwift attack, ſo' ſwitt- purſue the vanquiſh'd 


enemies : 


The vanquiſh'd enemies with all the wings of 
Fear 


Moy'd not ſo quick as they, 


Scarce could their fouls fly faſt enough 
away. 


Bolder than Lions, they thick Dangers met, 


gh Fields with. armed Troops, and pointed 
 Harveſts ſer, 


Nothing. could tame their Rage, or quench thieir' 
Generous Heart : 


Like 
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Like thoſe, they march'& undannted, and like 
thoſe, 


Secure of Wounds, and all that durſt oppoſe, 
So toReliſters fierce, ſo gentle to their proſtrate 
Foes. 


VII. 


Mourn, wretched 1/rae/, mourn thy Monarchs 
fall, | 


And all thy plenteous ſtock of ſorrow eall, 
T attend his pompous Funeral : 
Mourn cach, who in this loſs an int'reſt ſhares, 
Laviſh your Grief, exhauſt it all in Teats: 
You Hebrew Virgins too, 
Who once in lofty ſtrains did his glad Triumphs 
ſing, 
Bring all your Artful Notes; and skilful Meaſures 


now, 
Each charming air of Breath, and ſtring, 


Bring all to grace the Obſcquies of your dead 
King, 
And high, as then your Joy, let now your Sorrow 


flow. 
| Saul, 


60 David's Lamentation for 
Saul, your great Saul is dead, 
Who you with Natures choiceſt Dainties fed, 
Who you with Natures gayeſt Wardrobe clad, 
By whom you all her Pride, and all her Pleaſures 


had : 


For you the precious Worm his Bowels ſpun, 

For you the 7yrias Fiſh did Purple run, 

For you the bleſs'd Arabia's Spices grew, 

And Eaſtern Quarries harden'd Pearly dew ; 

The Sun himſelt turn'd Labourer for you : 

For you he hatch'd his golden Births alone, 
Wherewith you were array'ed, whereby you him - 


OUt-INONE, 


All this and more you did to Saul's great Conduct 


Owe, 


All this you loſt in his unhappy overthrow. 


Oh Death! how vaſt an{Harveſt haſt thou reap'd 


of late ! 


VIII. 


Never before hadſt thou ſo great, 


Ta nu oa anw 
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the Death of Saul and Jonathan. Gx 
Ne'er drunk'ſt before ſodeep of Jewiſh Bloud, 


; Ne'e ſince th' embattled Hoſts at Gibeab ſtood; 


When three whole days took up the work of 
Fate, þ rf 


When a large Tribe enter at once thy Bill, 
Ane threeſcore thouſand Victims to thy Fury fell. 
Upon the fatal Mountains Head, . 
Lo! how the mighty Chiets lie dead : G 
There my beloved Jonathan was ſlain, © 


\  Thebeſtof Princes, and the beſt of Men; 


Cold Death hangs on his Checks like an untimely 
Froſt 


On early Fruit, there ſits, and ſmiles a ſullen Boaſt, 

And yet looks pale at the great Captive, ſhe has 
ta cn. 

My Jonatha is dead! (oh dreadful'ſt word of Fame 


Oh grief ! that I can ſpeaKk't, and not become the 
ſame!) 


He's dead, and with him all our blooming Hopes 
are gone, 


And many a wonder, which he muſt have done, 
And many a Conqueſt which he muſt have won. 


They're 


- BY Dayid's Laweutation for 
They're all to the dark Grave, and Silence fled 


And.never now in ſtory ſhall be read, 
And never now ſhall take their date, 


Snatch'd hence by the preventing hand of envious | 


'Fate. 


IX. 


Ah worthy Prince! would I for thee had died! 
Ah, wouldT had thy fatal place ſupplied ! 
I'd then repaid a Life, which.to thy-gift I owe, 


RepaidaCrown, which Friendſhip taught thee to 
orgo z 


Both Debts, Incer can cancel now : 
Oh,dearer than, my Soul! if I can call it mine, 
For ſure we had the ſame, 'twas very thine, 


Dearer than Light, or Life, or:-Fame, 


-Or Crowns, or any thing,that:Lcan.wiſh, , or think, 
* Or name: 


. Brother thou waſt, but waſt my Friend before, 
And that new Title then could add no more: 
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Mine more than Bloud, Alliance, Natures ſelf could 
make, 


Thanl, or Fame it ſelf can ſpeak : 
Not yearning Mothers, when firſt Throes they 


feel | 
To their young Babes in looks a'ſofter-Paſſion tell: 
Nor artleſs undiſſembling' Maids expreſs 
In their laſt dying ſighs fuch Teidernels : 
Not thy fair Siſter, whom ſtrict Duty bids me wear 
Firſt jn my Breſt, whom holy Vows make mine, | 


Tho all the Virtues of a loyal Wife ſhe bare, 


Could boaſt an Union fo near, 
Could, boaſt a Loyeſo firm, ſo laſting, ſo Divine. 
So pure is that which we in Angels find 
To, Morrals here, in Heav'n to their own kind : 


So pure, but not more great muſt that bleſt Friend.- 


ſhip prove 
( Could, ah, could I to, that wiſh'd Place, .and Thee 


remove ) 


'* Which ſhall for ever joyn ourmingled Souls above, 


X. Ah 


_ David's Lamentation for 


X. 
Ah wretched 1ſrae/? ah unhappy ſtate! 
Expos'd to all the Bolts of angry Fate! 
Expos'd toall thy Enemies revengetul hate ! 
Who is there left their fury to withſtand ? 


What Champions now to guard thy helpleſs 
Land? 


| Whoisthere left in liſted Fields to head | 
Thy valiant Youth, and lead them on to Vidtory ? 
Alas ! thy valiant Youth are dead, 
And all thy brave Commanders too: 
Lo! how the Glut, and Riot of the Grave they lie, 


And none ſurvive the fatal Overthrow, 


To right their injur'd Ghoſts upon the barbarous 
Foe | q 


Reſt, ye bleſs'd ſhades, in everlaſting Peace, 
Whofell your Country's bloudy Sacrifice : 
For ever Sacred be your Memories ; | 
And may e're long ſome dread Avenger riſe 


To wipe of Heav'ns and your Diſgrace : 


May 


the Death of Saul and Jonathan. &5, 


May then theſe proud inſulting Foes | 
| Waſhoff our ſtains of Honour with their Bloud, 
May they ten thouſand fold repay our loſs. 
For every Lite a Myziad, every Drop a F loud. 


F THE 


Ariſtotle 1n Athena, 


PARAPHRASD. 


| I. 


F Onour | thou greateſt Bleſſing in the giſt of 
Heaven, 


Which only art to its chief Darlings given: 


-Qttcaply with -Blbud and Dangers art thou 
ſought, 


Nor canſt at any rate be over-bought. 


Thou, ſhining Honour, are the nobleſt chaſe 


Of all.the braver part of -Humane Race:- 


Thou 


Thou only art worth livingfor below, | 


And only worth our dying too, | 
For thee, bright Goddeſs, for thy charming lake; 
Does Greece ſuch wond'rous Aﬀtions underrakez 
For thee noToils, nor Hardſhips ſhe forgoes, 


And Death amidft ten thouſand ohaſtly Textors 
wooes. 


So powerfully deft thou the mind inſpire, 
And kindleſt rhere ſo generous a fire, 

As makes thy zealous Votaries 

All things, bur Thee defpiſe'; 

Makes them thelove of Tlice prefer 
Before th enchantments of bewitching Gold, 
Befote th' embraces of a Patent'sarms, | 
Before ſoft eaſe, and Love'senticing Charms, 

Andall, that Mcn on Earth moſt valuable hold: 


FP 


For Thee the Heay' n- -born Here, 
And Leda's faichful Twins, i in Birth lcks, 


F 2 So 


ls 
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So many-mighty Labours underwent, 


And by their God-like Docs proclaim'd their high 
+,» Deſcent, 


By t thee they reach'd the bleſs'd Abode, 
The: worthy Prize, for which in Glory's path they 


rrode. 


By thee great Ajax, and the greater Son 
Of Peleus were exalted to Renown : 
Envied by the Immortals did they go, 
Laden with triumph to the ſhades below. 
For thee, and thy dear ſake 
Did the young Worthy of Atarna lately ſtake 
His Life in Battel to the chance of Fare, 
And bravely loſt, whathe ſo boldly ſer : 
Yetloſt he not his glorious aim, 
But by ſhort Death purchas'd eternal Fame : 
The.grateful Muſes ſhall embalm his Memory, 
| And never letitdie : 
They ſhall his great Exploits rehearſe, | 
And conſecrate the Hero in immertalVerſe. 


Aipen the Worry! wy 
BEN JOHNSON 
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\Rear Thou'! whom ”cis a .Crime' almoſt to 
/- dare to praiſe, 


Whoſe A eſtabliſh'd,and unſhaken Glories and, 
And proudly. their own Famecommand, 
Above our pow'r to/lefen or to raiſe, -. 


And all, but the few Heirs of thy brave, Genius, 
and thy Bays; 


Hail mighty Founder of our ir Stage i for to 1 dare " | 
Entitle thee, nor any modern Cenſures fear, od 


4 F 3 Nor 


70 Open theWorks of Ben. Johnſon; 
Nor carc what thy unjuſt DetraCtors fay ; 


TheyThy perhaps,that others did Materials bring, 
That others did rhefirſt Fonpd: ations lay, 
| And glorious 'twas ( we grant) but | to — 
'/ 'Bur thou\dtons oullſt finiſh the Yefdgn, © | 
All he fair Model,and the Workmanſhip was thine: 
Some bold Advent rers might have been before, 


Who durſt the unknown world explore, 
By them it was ſuryey'd at diſtant view, 
And here andthere a Cape, * and Linc they drew, 
Which only ſery'd as hints, and marks to thee, 
Who waft.reſery'd ro make rhe full Diſcaycry g—,, | 
Art's Compaſs to thy painfylearch woony \ 
WhereSy thou wenr'lt fo tar, and: we may after go/ 
By that'we'tray Wir's Vaſt, and ctacklefs Qutan ny, 
Conteiit nb longet; as before, © 17 £100 f. 
** Dullly to Evaſt al6rigtheſhote, ' /: rb-g 


Bur ſteer acourſe more unconfin'd, and fr ree, 4. 
| 0} 6) 


Beyond the narrow bounds, that pent Antiquiry, | 
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A Prince with equal Poww'r, and Greatneſs bled, 
No Government, or Laws it had” - 
To ſtrengthenand eſtabliſh it, 
Till thy great hand xheSceprer ſway'd; -- / 
But groan'd under a wretched Anarchy of Wit: © 
Unform'd, and yoid was then its Pockie,” 
Only ſome pre- exiſting Matter we 
Perhaps cou 1d ſee, bY: 
| That might forerel what was to be;- © | 
A rude, and undigeſted Lump'it ay, -'-* / 
Liketheold'Chaos,c're the birth of Licht, #hd Day, 
Till thy braye Genius like a tiew Creator came, 
And undertook the mighty Frame: 
No ſhuffled Atoms did the well-buile work compoſe, 
It from no: lucky hir of blund'ring Chance aroſe 
( As.fome of this great Fabrick idly dream ) | 


£1 


F 4 But 
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'But wiſe, all-lceing Judgment did contrive, 


And knowing Art its Graces give: 
No ſooner djd thy Soul with aCtive Force and Fire 
 Thedull and heavy Maſsinſpire, 
Burt ſtrait throyghour it ler us ſee 


F 
id 


Proportion, Order, Harmony, 
And every part did to the whole agree,  / 
And ſtrait appear'd a bequteous new-made world of 
Poetry, 


I. 


\ Let dull, and ignorant Pretenders Arc condemn 
( Thoſe anly Foes to Art, and Artto them 
The meer Fanaticks, and Enthuſiaſts in Poetry 
ku ( Far Schilmaticks in that, as in Religion be) 
Who make'r all Revelation, Trance; and Dream, 
Let them deſpiſe her Laws, and think 
That Rules and Forms the Spirit ſtint : 
Thine was no mad, ynruly. Frenzy of the-brain, 
Which juſtly might deferye the Chain, 


Twas 
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'Twas brisk, and mertrtled, but a manag'd Rage, 


Spright'y as vig'rous Youth, and cool as R_ rate 
Age; ; 
Free, like thy Will, it did al Force Lian, 


Bur ſuffer'd Reaſon's looſe, andeaſie rein,  * 
\ By thatit ſuffer'd to be led, 
Which did not curb Poetick liberty, but enidee. 
Fancy, that wild and haggard Faculry, 
 Untam'd in moſt, and let at random fly, - + 
Was wiſely govern'd,and reclaim'd by thee, 
Reſtraint, and Diſcipline was made endure, 
And by thy — and milder Judgment brought to 


lure; 
Yet when 'twas at ſome nobler Quarry ſents, - +1 
With bold, and tow'ring wings it upward went, _ 
Nor leſſen'd at the greateſt heighr, 


Not _ by the moſt giddy flights of —_ 
it 
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PV Gre IV. 
Nature, and Art together met, and joyn'd, 
Made up the CharaCter of thy great Mind. 
"Thar likea bright and glorious Sphere, 


 Appear'd with numerous Stars embelliſh'd o're, 


a 4" of Light to thee, and much of Influence 
re, 


This was the ſtrong Intelligence, whoſe paw'r 
Turwd js about, and did th unerring motions ſteer: 
 Concutring both like vital Sed, and Heat, ' 

-.» \Fhemnable Births they joyttly did beget, | 
And hard 'twas to be thought, 


Which” moſt of force to the grear Generation 
27; brought : q 


So FRED. Elements cc our Bodies frame, 
- 1/54): Fire; Water, Earth, and Air 
Alike their juſt Proportions ſhare, 


Each undiſtinguiſh'd ſtill remains the ſame, 


Yet can't weſay that cither's here, or there, 
But all, we know not how re ſcatter'd every where, 


LV V. Sober 
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Sober,and grave was till the Garb.chy Muſe put6n, 
Notawdry carcteſsflattern Drefs, + | + + 


Nor ſtarch'd, and formal with Aﬀettedneſs, ; 


Nor the caſt Mode, and F 7aſhion of the Court, and 
Town ; 


'Butneat” aptecable;iandjanty 'rwag, | 
Well-firted, it {ate cloſe i in every plate, 
And all became with an uncommon Air, ad Grace 
Rich, coſtly and ſubſtantial was the ſtu CT 
Not barely ſmooth, n nor yet to0 coarlly ou, hs 
No refuſe, ill- parch'd Shreds o'r Cane od 
The motly wear of read, and learned ook,” 
No F, ck Commodity \ which now fo much does 


o de FTTnrt nt et |i1A2gors Ng 
And otir own bette Minufatate ſpoil,” > 11 
Nor was it ought of f6iin Soil rl I's 026. PLC 
Bur Staple"all, and at" 6f Baglif Growth, and 
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What 
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What Flow'rs ſoe're of Art it had, were found 


No tinſel'd ſlight Embroideries. 
:Bur allappeard cither rhe native Ground, 


Or twiſted, wrought, and interwoven with the 
Figce, | 
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Plain Humour, ſhewn With her whole yarious 
Face, 
_ Not mask'd with any antickDreſs, 
"Nerf ſerew'di in forc 'd, rid iculous Grimace 
(The gaping Rabbles dull (delight, FEY 
And | more 1 the Actor” S chan the Poet” S Wit) 
Such did ſhe enter on thy Stage, 
And | ſuchw was repreſented to the wond'ring Age: 
' Well waſt thouskill 'd, and readin humane kind, 
In every wild fantaſtick Paſſion of his ming, : 
Did(t into all his hidden Inclinations diye, ,.. _ 


v2 


"I What each,from Nature does receive, "SY 
Or fs or Sex, Or Quality, or Country givel! 


What 


Upon the Works of Ben. Johnſot. —=©*77 
What Cuſtom too, that mighty Sorcerels, . | * 
Whoſe pow'rful Witchcraft does transform 

* Enchanted Man to ſeveral monſtrous Images, : / 

' Makesthisan odd, and freakiſh Monky turn, 
And that agrave and folemn Aſs Appear, 

And all a thouſand beaſtly ſhapes of Folly wear: 
Whate're Caprice or Whimſie leads awry . 
Perverted, and ſeduc'd Morrality, 

Or does igcline, and byals it. 


Fzom what's Diſcreet, and Wile, and Right, and 
Good, and Fir ; 


All in thy faithful Glaſs were ſo expreſs'd, 

Asif they were RefleCtions of thy Beaſt, 

As if they had been ſtamp'd oh thy own mind, 
And thou the univerſal vaſt Idea of Mankind. 


VII. 


Never didſt thou with the ſame Diſh repeated cloy. 
Tho every Diſh, well cook'd by thee, | 
Contain'd a plentiful Variety 
To all that could found reliſhing Palates be, 
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Each Regale with:newDelicacies did invite, ' // 
Courtedthe Tafte, and rais'd the Appetite : 
Whare'refreſh dainty Fops infeaſon were 
To garnifh,/and ſerourthy Bill of fare /' 

( Thoſe never found to fail throughout the year, 

-'F orſeldom tharill-natur'd Planer rules, 
Tharplagues a Poet with a dearth-of Fools) 
What thy ſtrict Obſervatione're furvey'd, 


From the _ kaſcious Spark of _e —_— courtly 
Breed. 


Down to the dull, inſipid Cir, 
Made thy pleas'd Audience-entertaivmenr (fic, 


Serv'd up with all the -prateſul Poipnances of Wit, 
VII. 
Moſt Plays are writ like Almanacks of late, 
And ſerve one only ycar, one only State ; 


: Another makes them uſclels, ſtale, and out of date ; 


But thine were wiſely calculated fir 


For cach Mcridian, every Clime of Wit, 
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For all ſucceeding time, andatrer-age,. *: 1-1/ 

' And all Mankind might thy vaſt Audicneeit,.! 
And the whole world be juſtly made thy Stage 


Still they ſhalltaking be, and ever new, © 
Still kept in vogue in ſpite ofall the damning Crew; 
Till the laſt Scene of this great Theatre, ks 
Clos'd, and ſhut down, al 
The numerous Aﬀtors all retire, - 
And the grand Pay of humane Life be done: v9 


TX, 
Bcſhrew thoſe envious Tongues, who ſeck tolaſt 
thy Bays, 


Who Spots in thy bright Fame would find, or 
raiſe, t 


And fay, it only ſhines with borrow'd Rays; 
Rich inthy ſelf, ro whoſe unbounded ſtore 
Exhauſted Nature could youchlafe no mote; 


Thou could'ſt alone the Empireot the Stage main- 


Could'ft all irs Grandeur, and its Port fuſtaiti,” 


Nor 
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Nor needed(t others Subſidies topay, 


RON no Taxonforcin, or thy native —_ 
ay, 


To bear the charges: of thy purchas'd Fame, . 


| But thy own Stock could raiſe the ſame, 
Thy fole Revenue all che vaſt Expence defray : 
Yer like ſome mighty Conquerourin Poctry, 
+» Deſignd by Fate of choice to be 
Founder of irs new univerſal Monarchy, ' 
| Boldly thou didſt the learned World invade, 
Whilſt all around thy pow'rful Genius ſway'd, 


_ Soon vanquiſh'd Rome, and Greece were made 
Aubmir, 


Both were thy humble Triburaries made, 


.And thou return'dft i in Triumph with their captive 
_ Wit. 


X, 
Ugiuſt, and more ill-natur'd thoſe, 
Thy ſpitefuls and malicious Foes, 
Whoon thy happieſt Talent fix a lye, 
And & that Slowneſs, w hich was Carc, and _ 
ry | 


Let 


| the Death of Saul and Jonathat 8t 
Let tne( with Pride fo to be guilty thought ) 
Share all thy wiſh'd Reproach, and ſhare th 


ſhame, | 
If Diligence be deem'd a fault, 

If to be faultleſs muſt deſerve their Blame : | 
' Judgof thy ſelf alone ( tot none there Were; 

Could be ſo juſt, or could be ſo ſevere ) 

Thou thy own Works did(t ſtrictly try 

By known and unconteſted Rules of Poetry; 

And gav'ſt thy Sentence ſtill imparrially : b 
With rigour thou arraign'dſtfach guilty Line, 


And ſpar'dſt no criminal Senſe, becauſe "was 
thine : 


Unbrib'd with Favour, Love, or Self-conceit, 
(For never, or too feldom we, 
Objcts roo near us, our own Blemiſhes can ſee ) 
Thou didſt no ſmall'ſt Delinquencies acquir, 
But faw'ſt them to CorreQion all ſubmir, 


Saw'ſt execution done on all conyicted Crimes of 
Wit: 


8 pon the Works of Ben. Johnſon. 


XI. 

Some curious Painter, taught by Art to dare 
( For they with Poets in that Title ſhare ) 
When he would undertake a glorious Frame 
Of laſting Worth, and fadeleſs as his Fame ; 
Long he contrives, and weighs the bold Deſign, 
Long holds his doubting hand ere he begin, 

And juſtly then proportions every ſtroke, and line, 

And oft he brings it toreview. 
And oft he does deface,and daſhes oft anew, 
| And mixes Oils to make the flitring Colours dure, 


To keep 'em from the tarniſh of injurious Time 
ſecure; 


Finiſh'd at length inall chat Care, and Skill can do 
The matchleſs Picce is ſet to publick View, 
And all \urpriz'd about it wond'ring ſtand, 

And tho no name be found below, 
Yet ſtrait diſcern th' unimitable hand, 


And ſtrait they cry *tis 7:tian, of 'tis Angels: 
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So thy brave Soul, that ſcorn'd all cheap, and caſie 
Ways, 


And trod no common road to Praile, 


Would not with raſh, and ſpeedy Seeggenne pro- 
cced, 


( For who ere ſaw Perfecbion grow in haſte? 
Or that ſoon done, which muſt for eyer laſt >) 
But gently did advance with wary heed, 
And ſhew'd that maſtery is moſt in juſtneſs read : 
Nought ever iſſued from thy teeming Breaſt, 


But whar had gone full rime, could wrice exactly 
beſt, 


And ſtand the ſharpeſt Cenſure, and defie the ri- 
oid'lt Teſt, 


XIT. 
"Twas thus th' Almighty Poet ( if we dare 
Our weak, and meaner Acts with his compare ) 
When he the Worlds fair Poem did of old deſign, 


That Work, which now muſt boaſt no longer date 
than thine ; | 
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 Tho'rwas in him alike to will, and do, 


Tho the ſame Word that ſpoke, could make it 
coo, 


Yer would he not ſuch quick, and haſty methods 
ule, 


Nor did an inſtant (which it might ) che great effect 
produce, 


_ Bur when th! All-wiſe himſelf in Council fate, 
Vouchfat'd ro think-and be deliberate, 


When Heaven conſider'd, and th' Eternal Wir, and 
ſenſe, * 


Seem'd to take time, and care, and pains, 
It ſhew'd that ſome uncommon Birth, 
Thar ſorncthing worthy of aGod was coming forth ; 


Nought uncorre&t there was, nought faulty 
there, 


No point amiſs did in the large voluminous Piece 
appcar, | 


And when the glorious Author all ſurvey'd, 
gurvcy'd whatc're his mighty Labours made, 
Well-pleas'd he was to frnd 


All anſwer's the great Mocel, and Idea of his Mind 


Pleas' 


7pon the Works of Ben. John(on. &% 
Pleas'd at himſelf Hein high wonder ſtood, 


And much his Power, and much his Wiſdom did 
applaud, 


Toſce how all was perfect, all tranſcendent Good! 


XIII. 

Let mcaner ſpirits ſtoop to low precarious Fame, 
Content on groſs and ccarſe App:aule t> live, 
And what the dull, and ſenſlefs Rabble give, 
Thou didſt it fti!l wich noble fcorn contemn, 
Nor would'(t that wretched Alms receive, 


The poor ſubſiſtence of ſome bankrupt, forgid 
name: 


Thinc was no empry Vapour,rais'd beneath, 
And form'd of \icommon Breath, 
The falſe, and fooliſh Firc, that's whisk'd abou: 


By popu:ar Air, and glares a while, and then gocs 
out; 


But 'twas a ſolid, whole, and pertct Globe of lizhc, 
Thar ſhone all over, was all oycr bri»hr, 
Ang dard all ſullyins Clouds, an.! fear no dark 


ning night ; 


CG} Likq 


% 


36 7pon the Works of Ben. Johnſon. 
Like the gay Monarch of the Stars and Sky, 


Who whereſoe're he does diſplay 
His ſovereign Luſtre, and majeſtick Ray, 
Strait all the leſs, and petty Glories nigh 
Vaniſh, and ſhriak away. 


O'rcwhelm'd, and ſwallow'd by the greater blaze 
of Day ; 


With ſuch a ſtrong,an awful and victorious Beam 
Appear'd, and cver ſhall appear, thy Fame, 


View'd, and ador'd by all th' undoubted Race of 
Wit, 


Who only can endure to look on ir. 
The reſt o*recome with too much light, 


With too much brightneſs dazlcd, or extinguiſh'd 
quite: 


| Reſtleſs, and uncontroul'd it now ſhall paſs 
As wide a courle about the World as he, 
And when his long-repeated Travels ccaſc 
Begina new, and vaſter Race, 


And ſtill tread round the enleſs Circle of Eternity. 


The 
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A Dialogue betwixt the Poct and Lyd/a. 


—_— —_— —— ———— — — 
Is, a th, 


it... 


— — ihe e—t_—_— 


Donec Gratus eram tibi, &c. 


For. WW 


And none more welcome fill'd your Arms, 


]. 


Hile you for me alone had 
_ Charms, 


Proud with content, I flighted Crowns, 
And pitied Monarchs on their Thrones. 


G I. Lv. 


ls 
wy 


The mnth O D E of 


II. 
Lyd. While you thought Lydza only fair, 


And lov'd no other Nymph bur her, 


I ydia was happier 1 in your Love, 


Than the bleſs Virgins are above. | | , 


Il. 
Hor. Now Chloes charming Voice, and Art 
' Have gain'd theconqueſt of my Heart: 
For whom, ye Fates, I'd wtlh to die, 
If mine the Nymphs dear Life might buy. 


IV. 
Lyd. Thyrſis by me has done the ſame, 
The Youth burns me with mutual Flame : 
For whom a double Death I'd bear; 
Would Fate my deareſt Thyrfis ſpare. 


the third Book of Horace. 8 


V. 
For. But ſay, fair Nymph, if I once more 


Become your Captive as before ? 
Say,I throw off my Chioces chain, 


» Andtake you to my Breaſt again? 


VI. 
Lyd. Why then, tho he more bright appear, 
More conſtant than a fixed Star ; 
Tho you than Wind more fickle be, 
And rougher than the ſtormy Sea. 
By Heav'n, and allits Pow'rs I vow 
I'd gladly live, and die with you. 


_ UPON A 


LADY, 


Who by overturning of a Gach, had 
her Coats behind flung up, and what 


was under ſhewn to the View of the 
Company. 


CCC BOT —— 


Out of Poiture. 


I. 


Hills, "tis own'd, Iam your Slave, 
This happy moment dates your Reign ; 
No forceof Humane Pow'r can fave 


My captive Heart, that wears your chain : 


Upon a L A DT, &c. 
But when my Conqueſt you defign'd ; 


Pardon, bright Nymph, if I declare, 
It was unjuſt, and too ſevere, 


Thus to attack me from behind. 


Il. 
Againſt the Charms,your Eyes impart, 
With care | bad ſecur'd my Heart ; 
On all the wonders of your Face 
Could fately, and unwounded gaze: 
But now entirely to enthral 
My Breaſt, you have expos'd to view 
Another more reſiſtleſs Foe, 


From which I had no guard ar all. 


III. 
Art firſt aſſault conſtrain'd to yield, 
My vanquiſh'd Heart reſign'd the Field, 
My Freedom tothe Conquerour 


Became a prey tiat very hour ; 


The 


92 pon a L A DT, &c. 
' * ſubtle Traitor, who unſpied 


tad lurk'd till now in cloſe diſguiſe, 
Lay all his life in ambuſh hid 


Arlaſt to kill meby ſurprize. 


IV. 
A ſudden Heat my Breaſt inſpir'd, 
The piercing Flame, like Lightning, ſent 
From that new dawning Firmament 
Through every Vein my Spirits fir'd ; 
My Heart, before averſe to Love, 
No longer could a Rebel prove; 
When on the Graſs you did diſplay 
| Your radiant BUM to my ſurvey, 
And ſham'd the Luſtre of the Day. 


V. 
The Sun in Heav'n, abaſh'd to ſce 
A thing more gay, more bright. than He, 
Struck with diſgrace, as well he might, 


Thought to drive back the Steeds of Light : 


pon a L A DN, &c. 


His Beams he now thought uſeleſs grown, 


Thar better were by yours ſupplied, 
But having once ſeen your Back-ſide, 
For ſhame he durſt not ſhew his own. 


VI. 
Forſaking every Wood, and Grove, 
The Sylvans raviſh'd at the fight, 
In preſſing Crowds about you ſtrove, 
Gazing, and loſtin wonder quite: 
Fond Zephyr ſeeing your rich ftore 
Of Beauty, undeſcricd before, 
Enamour'd of each lovely Grace, 
Before his own dear Flora's face, 


Could not forbear to kiſs rhe place. 


VII. 


The beautcous Queen of Flow'rs, the Role, 


In bluſhes did her ſhame diſcloſe : 


Pale Lillies droop'd, and hung their heads, 


And ſhrunk for fear into their Beds : 


A. 


ry 


— 


84 pon a L ADT, &c. 
The amorous Narciſſus too, 


Reclaim'd of fond felf-love by you, 
His former vain deſire caſhicr'd, 


And your fair Breech alone admir'd, 


VII. 
When this bright Object greets our ſighr, 
All others loſe their Luſtre quite : 
Your Eyes that ſhoot ſuch pointed Rays, 
And all the Beauties of your Race, 
Like dwindling Stars, that fly away 
Arthe approach of brighter Day, 
No more regard, or value bear, 


Bur when its Glories diſappear. 


IX. 
Ot ſome ill Qualities they tell, - 
Which juſtly give me cauſe to tear ; 
Bur that, which moſt begers deſpair, 


It has no ſenſe of Love art all : 


Opon a L A DT, &e. 35" 
More hard than Adamantit is, | 


They ſay, thatno Imprefiton takes, - 
It has no Ears, nor anyEyes, 
And rarely, very rarely ſpeaks. 

. 
Yet I muſt love't, and own my Flame, 
Which to the world I thus rehearſe, 
Throughout the ſpacious coaſts of Fame 
To ſtand recorded in my Verſe : 
No other ſubject, or deſign 
Henceforth ſhallbe my Muſes Theme, 
But with juſt Praiſes to proclaim 


The faireſt ARSE, that e're was ſeen. 


Xl. 
In pity gentle Phi hide 
The dazling Beams of your Back-ſide; 
For ſhould they ſhine unclouded long, 


All humane kind would be undone. 


Not 


ow —_—_— 


96 pon a L A DT, &c. 
Not the bright Goddeſſes on high, 


That reign above the ſtarry Sky, 


Should they turn up to open view 
All their immortal Tails, can ſhew 


An Arſe-h— fo divine as you. 
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Faith, 'tis aqueſtion hard totell, 


Queris quot mihi bafiatjones, &c. 


AY, Lesb:a, never ask me this, 


How many Kiſles will ſuffice? 


Exceeding hard ; for you as well 

Mas ask what ſums of Gold ſuffice 
The greedy Miſer's boundleſs Wiſh: 
Think what drops the Ocean ſtore, 
Wirh all the Sands, that make its Shore: 
Think what Spangles deck the Skies, 


When Heayen looks withall its Eyes: 


© \ 


H 


| 6H Catullus Epigram 7. 
Or think how many Atoms fame 


To compoſe this mighty-Frame : 

Let alktheſe the Countogs by " 1 
Torell how oftTm kiſs 'dby Thee: 
Till no malicious Spy cari gels | 

To what vaſt height the Scores ariſe ; 
Till weak Aritlimetick grow ſcant, 
And numbersfor the reck'ning want: 
All theſe will hardly be enough 

For me ſtark ſtaring mad with Loye. 


I DEG1 


wr ws — — GI — 


SOME 


ELEGTI ES 


OUT OF 


OVID'S Amours, 


IMIT ATED. 


— DEER 


Boox IL. ELrzcr IV. 


— 
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That he loves Women of all forts and lizes, 


Non ego mengoſos aufim defendere mores, &c. 


Or I, Tnevervainly durſt pretend 


My Follies, and my Frailties to defend : 
I own my Faults, if it avail to own, 


While likea graceleſs Wretch I ſtill goon: 


H 2 I hare 
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I hate my ſelf, but yer in ſpite of Fate 

Am fain to bethart loathed thing I hate: 
Tnvain I would ſhake off this load of Love, 
Too hard to bear, yctharder to remove : 

F want the ſtrength my fierce Deſires to ſtem, 
Hurried away by the impetuous ſtream. 

"Tis not one Face alone ſubdues my Heart, 
Bur cach wears'Charms, and every Eye a Dart : 
And whereſoc'reI caſt my Looks abroad, 

In every place I find Temptations ſtrow'd, 
The modeſt kills me with her down-caſt Eyes, 
And Love his ambuſh laysinthat diſguiſe. 

- The Briskallures me with her gaity, 

Axd ſhews how Adtive ſhe in Bed will be: 

If Coy, like cloylter'd Virgins, ſhe appears, 
She butdiſſembles, what ſhe moſt deſires : 

If ſhe be vers'd in Arts, and deeply read, 

I long to get a Learned Maidenhead: 


Or it Untaught, and Ignorant ſhe be, 


She takes me then with her ſimplicity : 


EL EGIES, roL 
One likes my Vetſes, and commends each Line, ; 
And ſwears that Cowley's. are but dull tomine: 
_ Her inmere Gratitude I,muſt approve, 
For who, but would his kind Applauder love 2 


Another damns my Poetry, and me, 

And plays the Critick moſt judiciouf] y: 

And ſhe too fires my Hearr, and ſhe too charms, 
And I'm agog te have her in my arms. 

One withher ſoft and wanton Trip does pleaſe, - 
And prints in'every ſtep, ſhe ſets, a Grace : 
Another walks with {tiff ungainly tread; 

But ſhe may learn more*pliantneſs abed, 

This ſweetly ſings ;- her Voice does Love inf pire; 
Andevery Breath'kindles, and blows the fire : -/-+ 
Who can forbear to kiſ&thoſe Lips, whoſe ſound: 2 
The raviſh'd Ears does with ſuch ſoftneſs wound > 
Thatſwcetly plays: and while her Fingers move; 


While o're the Ong —_ their touches\ : 
rove, of 


My Heart leaps too, and every Pulſe beats Love: 


F H 3 What 


tot  E£ELEGHBS. 
What Reaforris ſfopow'rful ts withſtand | © 
The Magick foree of thar refiſtleſs Hand "BITS 
Another Dances to-a Miracle; 


And moves: her numerous Limbs with AR 
| Skill : 


And ſhe, or elſe the Devils in't, mu han %s + 


A touch of her would bed-rid Hermits warm. | 
If rall ; T gueſs whar plenteous Game ſhe'l yield, _ 


Where Pleaſure ranges o're ſo-wide a Fickd-: 


Tf low ; ſhe's pretty : both alike invite, | 

The Dwart, and Giant both-my v/iſhes Ge. 

Undreſs'd ; I think how killing ſhe'd appear, _. 

If arm'd with. all Advantages-ſhe were.:..:.. 

| Richly attic d; ſhe's the gay Bait of Love,.. | 
' And knows with Art to ſet, her Beauties a. 

T like the Fair, Hike-the Red-hair'd one, AR 

Andl1 can find attractions in the Brown : 

It curling Jeradorn her ſnowy. Neck, 


The beauteous Leda is reported Black : 


ELEGIES. -Id3 

If curling Gold ; Awrora's painted fo : E 
AllTorts of Hiſtories my Lovedoes know. —— 
| likethe Young wichdll herſhloomigg Chirms, 
And Age it ſelf is welcome to my Arms: 

Thete uacropt Beauty i in its flow'r aſſails, 

Expcriefiee here; ahd tiper ſenſe prevaits, 

In fine, whateverof-rhe Sex are known -M 
Toſtack this ſpacious and well-furnift'd Town' 
Whareyer any lingle man can find .. ta Y | ol 


| Agrecable of all the num rous king;: S# Y 


Artall alike my haggard| Loye does fly, "IRE 
And each iS Game, and each.a Miſstor M6: cl 
[ TYF7 . F-1 215591 (cl. Til by 
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To his Miltris chat jilted him. 


_ —_ IT vVEWY —— 


— 


Nullus amar tanti eft : abeas pharetrate Cupttho,&c. 


AY then the Devil take all Love! if I 
So 


 ofr for irs damn'd ſakemuſt wiſh rodie : 
What can I wiſh for but to die, when'you. 
Near faithileſs Thing, I find , could prove untrue 2 
Why am [curs'd with Life? why am I fain 

| For thee, falſe Jilt, to bear eternal Pain ? 
'Tis not thy Lerrers, which thy Crimes reyeal, 
Nor ſecret Preſents, which,thy Falſhood tell: 
Would God | my juſt ſuſpicions wanted cauſe, 
That they might prove leſs taral ro my eaſe :, 
Would God leſs colour for thy guilt there were 
Butthar ( alas -) too much of proof docs bear : 


Bleſs'd 


ELEGIES. Io5 
Bleſs'd he, who what he loves can juſtifie, 
To whom his Miſtris canthe Fat deny, 
And boldly give his Fealouſicthe1ye, 
Cruel the Man, and uncompaſſionate, 


And too indulgent to his own Regret, ” 0 
Whoſceks to have her guilt too manifeſt, 

And with the murd'ring ſecret ſtabs his Reſt.” 

I ſaw, when little you ſuſpected me, 

When ſleep, you thought, gave opportuhity, | 

Your CrimesI faw, and theſe unhappy eyes 

Of all your hidden ſteakrhs were Wirneſles : 

I ſaw in ſigqs your mutual Wiſhes read, 

And Nodsthe meſſage of your Hearts convey'd ; 

Ifaw the conſcious Board, which writ all o're 


With fcrawls of Wine, Love's* myſtick Cypher 
bore: .” 


- Your Glapces were not mute, buteach bewray'd, 
And with your Fingers Dialogues were made: 

I underſtood. the Language our of hand, 

(For what's tog hard for Love to.underſtand ? ) 


Full 


; 106 EL E 6 ES. 
Full well underſtood for whar intent - /! {477 


PAI! this dumb Talk;and-filent Hints were meant 3 
(And now the Gheſts were from the Table fled,.. + 
Andall the Company retir'd to bed. 

I aw you then with wanton Kiſles greet, 

Your Tongues (I ſaw ) did in-your Kiſſes met : 
Not ſuch as Siſters'to their Brothers give, LA 


Bur Lovers from their Miſtriſles receive : s 
Such as the God of War, and Paphian Queen: (177 
Did inthe height of their Embraces joyn-, | +1 
Patience, ye Gods! (d cried) what Wt T ſee |; '( 
Unfaithful ! why eb T reachery to me ? 
How dare you let another in my fight ';_ 
Iwoade my native Property, and Right : 4 ; 
Ae moſt not, ſhall not dot: by Love T-ſwear; |\- "| 
Pl ſeize the bold uſurping Raviſter : _ 
Tow tte my Fret-bild, and the Fates deſign, = 
T hat you ſhould be unalienably mine: 7 201 
Theſe Favoars all to me impropriate are : 


How comes amother then to treſpaſs here 2 


C1 


E'LEGITES. _ 
This, and- much more] laid, by Rags infpir'd,. 


While conſcious ſhame her Checks with Ps 
ard: --. | 


Such lovely Nains the | face of Heay? n adorn, 
When Light s firſt bluſhes paint. che baſkfal Morn: 
So on the Buſh the flaming Roſe does glow, * 
"= mingled with che Lilies neighb) ring Snow : 


. 
FRY 
© + +4 i 


The ſemblance then 9k, jce-Completivn: W w iT 
And while her Looks that ſweet Diſorder wofe + 


Chance added Beautfes andifclos'd betbte* © 


Upon the ground the caſt her jetty x yes, © f 207] 
Her Eyes'fhot fiercer Ditts in chat Diftbile: 1520 
Her Face a ſad and niournful Air expteſid, 4 PUAL 


Her Face more lovely ſeem'd in fd Rfid 
Urg'd by Revenge, T hardly could forbear; $4: 
Her braided Locks, and tender Cheeks to rear: | 
Yet I no ſooner had her Face ſurvey” d, '.- © 
But ſtrait the rempeſt of my Rage was laid: Y 


A look 


x08 ELEGIZS. 
A look of her did my Reſentments charm, - 
| Alook of her did all their Force difarm: 
And I, that fierce outrageous thing e re-while, 
Grow calm as Infants, when in ſleep they ſmile: 


© . Andnowa Kiſsam humbly fain to crave, 


She ſmi]d, and ſtrait a throng of Kiſſes preſt, 
The worſt of which, ſhould Jove himſelf but 


_ taſte; 


The brandiſhid Thunder Es his Hand would \ 
. wreſt:' 


Well-pleas'd I was, and yet tormented too, 
For fear my cnvicd Riyal felt them fo: 

Bctterthey ſcem'd by far than I cre taught, 

And ſhe in themſhew'd ſomething new methou ght-: 

Fond jealous1 my ſelf the Pleaſure grutch, 7 

And they. diſpleas'd, becauſe, they pleas'd too 


much : 
When in my mouth] felt her darting Tongue,” * 
My wounded Thoughts it with ſuſpicion ſtung : 


ELEGIES. 109 
Nor isit this alone afflits my,mind, 
More reaſon for complaint remains behind ; = 
I grieve not only that ſhe Kiſſes gave, | 
Tho that affords me cauſc citongh to grieve : 
Such never could be taught her but in Bed, 
And Heay'n knows whatReward ker Teacher had. 
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Acquainting him, that he is in Love with 
rwoart one time. 
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Tu mihi, tu certe ( memini) Grecine, negabas, &c. 


FI VE heard, my Friend, and heard it faid by you, 
| No manat once could ever well love two : 

But I was much deceiv'd upon that ſcore, 

For ſingle I ar once love one, and morc: 


Two at one timercign joyntly in my Breaſt, 


Both handſom are, both charming, both well- 
_ x 


Alek fray me, if I know, which takes me beſt : 


This 


ELEGIES. EII 
This Fairer is than that, and that than this, 


That morethan this: and this than that does pleaſe: 
Toſt, like a Ship, by diffrent guſts of Love, 

Now to this Point, and now to that] moye. 

Why, Love, why doſt thou double thus my pains ? 
Was't not enough to bear one Tyrant's chains ? 
Why, Goddeſs, do'ſt thou vainly laviſh more 

On one, that was top-full of Love before? 
YetthusI'd rather love, than not at all, 

May that ill Curſe my Enemies befal : 

May my worſt Foc be damn'd to love of none, 

Be damn'd to Continence, and lie alone: 

Let Loves alarms each nightdiſturb my Reſt, 

And drowſieſleep never approach my Breaſt, 

Or ſtrait-way thence be by new Pleaſure chag'd. 
Let Pleaſure in ſucceſſion keep my Senſe 

Ever awake, oreverina Trance: 

Letme lie melting in,my fair One's Arms, "1 
Riot in Bliſs, and ſurtcir on her Charms : 


Let 


12 ELEGIES 


Let her undo me'there without controul, .* 


Drain nature quite, ſuck out my very. Soul: 
And, if by onel ean't enongh be drawn, 


Give me another, clap more Leeches on. 

The Gods have made me of the ſporting kind, 
And for the Feat my Pliant Limbs@cſign'd 
Whar Natute has in Bulk to me denied, 

In Sinews, anditi vigour is ſupplicd : 

And ſhould my Strength be wanting to Deſire, 
Pleaſure would add new Fewel to the Fire : | 
Ofc in fofr Battels have ſpent the Night, 

Yet roſe next Morning vig'rous for the Fight, 
Freſh as the Day, and active as the Light : 

No Maid, thatever under, me took pay, 

* From my Embrace went unoblig'd awayy 
Bleſs'd he, who in Loves ſervice yields his Breath, 
Grant me, ye Gods, ſo ſweet, fo wiſh'd a Death! 
In bloudy Fields let Souldiers mcet their Fare, - 


To puccnaic dear-bought Honour at the rate: 


— - 


ELEGIES. _ It3 
Let greedy Merchants truſt the faithleſs Main, 


And ſhipwrack Life and Soul for ſordid gain : 
Dying, let mecxpire in gaſps of Luſt, | 
And inaguſh of Joy give up the Ghoſt; 
And ſome kind pirying Fricnd ſhall ſay of me, 
Sodid he live, and ſo deſerv/d todie. 
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Feda eſti in coitu, & brevis Voluptas, &C. 


Hate Fruition, now *tis paſt, 

Tis all but naſtineſs at beſt ; , 
The homelieſt thing, that man cando, 
Beſides, 'ris ſhort, and fleeting too : 
Afquirtof ſlippery Delight, 
Thar witha moment takes its flight : 
A fulfom Bliſs, that ſoon does cloy, 
And makes us loath what we enjoy, 
Thetr1et us not too eager run, 
. By Paſſiofi. blindly hurried on, 


Like 


4 Fragment of Pettonius. 1 T; 
Like Beaſts, who nothing be better know, 


ee ea Re Eee EI 


"Than what nicer Luſt incites them to. 
For when in Flouds of. Lovg we're drench'd; 


The Flames are by enjoyment quench'd: 

Bur thus, ley s thus regectii lie, f 

And kiſs out long Ecernity: 

Here we dread noconſcious Spies, 

No blbſes ain our gfiliics Joys :/ 

Here no Fairneſs dulls Deſires, 

And Pleaſure never Aigs, Ld tires t 

This has pleas'd, and pleaſes now, _ _ 
| Andfor Ages will do fs: 
Enjoyment here is never done; 
But freſh, and always but begun, 


ANACR EON, 
PARAPHRASD. 


The CU P. 
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Toy LPYWEPY  ropdunres, Q&c. 


Akeme a Bowl, a mighty Bowl, 
Large, as my capacious Soul, 
Vaſt, as my thirſ{ is ; letit have 

Depth enoughto be my Grave; 


An'O'DE of Anacreon. 11/7 
I mean the Grave of all my Care, 
For I intend to bury't there, 
Let it of Silver faſhion'd'be;* 
Worthy of Wine, worthy of me, 
Worthy to adorn the Spheres, 
As that bright Cup amongſt the Stars: © ©! 
That Cup which Heivert deign'd 4 places & 77 
Next the Sun its greateſt Grace, 7 +545! 
Kind Cup! that to the Stars id go;.* "92S TECH 7 
Tolight poor Drunkards her below: + © © 
Let mine be ſo, arid give me light, 
ThatT may drink, anf'reyetby't: 3 20: 
Yetdraw no ſhapes of Armour there}! © ©” 
No Cask, nor Shield,nor Sword, nor Speat, ” TS 
Nor Wars of Thebes, nor Wars of 7, roy,” | 
Nor any other martial Toy : 
For what de vain Armout prize, | | 
Who mind not ſuch rough Exerciſe, + + 
But gentler Sieges, ſofter Wars, CD wen 
Fights, that cauſe no Wounds, or Scars ?] 


F » 
- hd _ , 
(| > 


þ 
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i108 a ORE of Anzereen. 


Til haveno Battels ogy Plates). - 1c of 


Leſt ſight of them ſhould Brawls. create, ...;; ; 
Leſt that provoke to Quagrgls £00, - 139 Ja 4 


Which Wine it ſelf caough £22 do. Hs 


Draw me no Conſtellatiqng MR obs or yd1noV 


No Ram, nor Byll, ner Mage Nor Boax;. 17G 311 


Nor any of. $has 81onGrons fry: : | 
Of Animals, which ſigckpbe.sky.: 
For what are Stazs tamyNeſign,.,, 
Stars, which I, whendrugk, aur-ſhing, 
Out-ſhone by eycry dropet, Vine: ? 

T lack no Pole-Staron the Brink, - 

To guide in the wide $ca of, = 
But would for eyer therehe toſt ; _.. 
And wiſh no Haven, ſeeno-Coaſt. 
Yer, Gentle Artiſt, if thow'lt try. | 


po of 


2 oi 6 1 


Thy Skill, then draw.me {.|etms = ob ad 


Draw me firſt a ſpreaging/Vine, . 


\ Y 


Make its Armsthe Boylentaine 11. 


A « 
+. ved” 


With 


An O DE of Anacreon. Itg' 
With kind embraces, ſuch asI -- - 
Twift about my loving ſhe. 
Let its Bougls o'reſpital "a [1 
Scenes fs Drinki Scencs of Love; ; "5 
on bf that Tree, Fa AJ - 
Pew Batchus pr py, | Cupid by ; $20 
Draw-them bott-in-toping Shapes, 

Their Temples crown'd With cluſter'd Grapes ; 
Make them lean againſt the Cup, 


As 'twere to keep their Figures up: .. Fa 

And when theirreeling FqrmsI view, \ 

[ll think them drunk, and be ſo too; + ? 
The Gods ſhall my cxamples bez..." - i 


The Gods, thus drunk i in Effigy,, 


An Alluſioan to 


MARTIAL 


— 


i — — 


| Boox [. Bore 118. 


—_— 


S off, Sir Tradewsl, as we mect, 
You! re ſure to ask me in che ſtreet, 
When you ſhall ſend your Boy 1 to me, 

To ferch my Book of Poetry, 

And promiſe you'l but read it o' re, | 
And faithfully the Loan reſtore ; | 

Bur let me ye as a Friend, 

| You need not rake the pains to ſend : 

'Tisa long way to where dwell, 

{Has farther end of Clarkempel : | 


Thark 


An Allufion to Martial. 
There in a Garret near the Sky, 
Above five pair of Stairs 1 lie. 
But, if you'd have, what you. pretend, 
You may procure it nearer hand : 


In Cornhil, whenn you often go, 


Hitdbyrh' Excharge, there is, you know, 


A Shop of Rhime, where you may ſee 
The Paſts all clad in Pogtryz  _ + 
There Z7—— livesof high renown, 

The nored'ſt T'@ RY in the Town: © 
Where, j& you paſs, enquire for Me, 
Ag be, ore Preatiee, preſently. 
From the gextShelt willreqch you down 
The Piece well hound for half a Crown: 
The Prige x much tea thery YON Po i: 511 
To give for both the Book, and me: Y9 
Yes doubtleſs, for ſuch vanities, ,. . - 
We know,Sir, you} are poo too wiſe, 


> 


Var x». ——_ 


Written, Hah 1.0%” wy 


4 | 
Y/ 10 C — 4-8 + 


Ate as I ofi dh.” 
And in ſoft feep forobt rhe Toils hag 


My ſelf, my Cares, and Love; att 

And all the'Turmults'-of ny Waking Krealt,* 

Quictand oxfiti; as ws the” fiteat Night, | 

Whoſe ſtillneſs did'& at blettce ep invite; _ 

I dreamt, and ſtrait this villenaty SY | 

Did with Delight my Faticy dhitftciin' © © 
I ſaw, methou oh; #toritty Privicy, © 


Remote alike from man's, and Heavens Eye, 


JH: 
_— | Circ 


Ther DR © AE 
Gict with thegoygrr ofa ſhady Groves, © 
Park as my houghtaang, lecrer aAvmy Lave: | 
ard by a Screqra did Wiehchas ſaſcogls.ceecp, .. 
As? rwere by i KS.QWA MYLOOur lu(htaſteep; _ 
Qa,irs green Bank yager a ſproading Trees © . 
At ongea plealaat, and.ahels gon. 
Therel, and thqomy drarGaiytle farce. 
Wc BU MPomte Ara TenAEnh: T iT 
So heretofore were the firſt Lovers laid 
Onthe ſaine Twrf'sf which theinſelves were, 
A while did her cHirmlitly Glorics Hiew, 
Which to theit Hritie#EonquicfsI "my a Ro 
A whike my wantoi Halid was pd torove | '* > 
Throubh/attrhe kiddetiLibytitirs of Lovey 
Ten thauſand Kiſs on her LipsTALY; {a4 BL AYE 
Which ſhe with incerf&fing Kiffihhzd,” 7 fn 
Eageras thoſt'of Loversarc iti 'DUth;" nie 
When they give up ;theit'Souls tos with the Breath. - 
Love by thefe Freedbiis firſt Bika more bold, * 


At length yaruly, and too fiercg to hold: 


TI$S 


ce 


124 - The D RE\4 M. 

See then ( aid I) and pity, charming Fair, ' © 
Treld quickly, yield; Trav no longer bear - 

Th impatient Sallits of a Blifs fonear : 

Tou muſt, and you alont theſe ftorms appeaſe, 

And lay thoſe Spirits which Jour Charms could raiſe; 
Come, and in equal Flouds let's quench our Flame, ' 
Come let's —=-and unawares T'weht to name-* * 


The —_ but ſtopr and: bluſhr ME hat in 
Dream. | | 


Ar firſt ſhe did the rude Addrek rg 1d) 
And check'd my Baldneſs with.an angry Frowny... 
Bur yielding Glances, 2nd conſcating Eyes  , 
Prov'd the ſoft, Trairors to her ford Diſpuiſe z ; || 
And ſoan her looks, with angex.rough e're while, 
Sunk in the dimplesof.2 calmer ſmile: 
Then with a ſigh jnzothele words. ſhe broke, .j 
And printed melting Kiſſes as ſhe ſpoke: 

T 00firong, Philander, i is thy \Pom-1fv4 4 ta 
T Ok a fects ARE; Mae Heart: ove] 


cf 
oe” 
{ 
- 


The DRE AM. 135 
Too long, I've ſtruggled with my Bliſs inwain, 
Too long oppos'dwhat Toft wiſh d to gain, 
Loath to conſent, yet" loather to deny, 
At once I court, and ſhun Felicity : 
T cannot, will not yield; — and yet I muſt, 
Leſt to my own Deſires I prove unjuſt : 
Sweet Raviſher ! what Love commands thee, do ; 
Tho I'm diſpleas'd, T ſhall forgive thee too, 


Too well thou knowſt — and there -my hand ſhe 
' preſsd, 


And ſaid no more, bur bluſh'd and ſmil'd the reſt. 
Raviſh'd at the new grant, fierce eager I 

Leap'd furious on, and ſeiz'd my trembling Prey ; 

With ouarding Arms ſhe ficſt my Force repell'd, 


Shrunk, and drew back, and world AOT ſeem to 
yield; 


Unwilling to o'recome, ſhe faintly ſtrove, 
One hand pulF'd to, what t'other did remove : 
So feeble are the ſtruglings, and ſo weak 

In ſleep we ſeem, and only ſeem to make : 


For © 


ris The BREAM 
Porbear ! { fe ſaid) oh, gentle Taitth, forbear,' © 
(and ſtill ſhe krag'd, and ela(p\dweltill fwvke tieat ) 
Ah! will you? will you force-vy Raine 8-5 55 bd 
Ah? do not, do not, do wot 3 16h M'go; 

What follow'd was above the pow r of oh hap M 
Above the reach of Faticy to'rehearſe? 0 * 
Not dying Saints enjoy ſuch Extafies, 
Whenthey in Viſion antedare their Bliſs} 
Not Dreams of a young Propher are ſo bles'd, 
When holy Trances firſt inſpire his Breaſt, 
And the God enters there to be a Gueſt. 


« — 


Let duller Mortals other Pleaſures prize, 
Pleaſures which enter at the waking Eyes, 
Might I each Night ſuch f weet Enjoyments find, 
Id wink for ever, be for ever blind, 


SATYR 


TOUCHING 


NOBILITY. 


Out of Monfieur BOILE All. 


g = granted, that Nobility in Man, 
 Isno wild fluttring Notion of the Brain, 


Where he, deſcended of an ancient Race, 
Which a long train of numerous Worthies grace, 
By Virtues Rules guiding his ſteddy Courſe, 
Traces the ſteps. of his bright Anceſtors. 

But Yet Ican't cndure an hayghty Aſs, 
Debauch'd with Luxury, and ſlothtul Eaſe. 


Who 


ris ASATTR fronching Nobility. 
Who beſides empty Titles of high Birth, 


Has no pretencetoany thing of Worth, 


Should . proudly wear the Fame, which others 
ſought, 


And boaſt of Honour which himſelf neer got. | 

I grant, the Atts which his Fore-fathers did © 
Have furniſh'd matter for old ZZo0inſbead, 
For which their Scutcheon, by the Conguror grac'd 
Still bears a Zion Rampant tor its Creſt: 
But what does this vain maſs of Glory boot 
Tobethe branch of ſuch a noble Roor, 
It heof all the Heroes of his Line 
Which in the Regiſters of Story ſhine, 
Can offer nothing to the World's regard, 


Bur w—_ Parchments which che Worms have 
par' 


It ſprung, ashepretends, of noble Race, 
He does his own Original diſgrace, 
And, ſwoln with ſelfiſh Vanity and Pride, 


To greatneſs has no other claim beſide, 


ASATTR oath Nebiliry, 129 
Bur ſquanders life, 'and fleeps away his days, 


Diſſolv'd id Sloth, 'and ſieep'd in ſenſual caſe: 
Mean while to ſee how much the Arrogant 
Boaſts the falſe Luſtre of his high Deſcent; 
You'd faticy him Comptroller of the Sky;' 
And fram'd by Heay'n of other Clay than me. 
Tell me, great Hero, you, that would bethonght 
So much above the mean, and humble Rour, 
Of allthe Creatures which do meneſteem? - 
And which would you your ſelf the nobleft deem? 
Pur caſe of Horſe: No doubt, you'l anſwer ſtrait, 
The Racer, which has often'ſt won the Plare : 
Who fultof mettle, and of ſprightly Fite; 
Is never diſtanc'd in the fleec Career + ' 
Him all the Rivals of New-market dread, 
And crowds of Venr'rers ſtake upor his Head : 
Bur if the Breed of Dragon, often caſt, 
Degenerate, and prove Jade ar laſt ; 
Nothing of Honour, or reſpe&t( we ſge ) 
Is had of his high Birth, and Pedigrce 


K Bur 


132. 4; $47 I Ripanabing Nablit. 

But maygrealiniegrear;Progenitars. . -:. 1's 

The wotthleſs.Bruteis baniſh'dfrom.the Caurſe,. 

CondemnidedorLife to.ply thedirty Road; 

Todrag ſame Cact,.or.beat ſame Carrier's Load. 
Then how:can.yau with:any:ſenſa:expeth.. 

That I ſhowld(beo lly;tareſpee | F 

'Ehe ghoſtof Honour, periſhiddong ags, 

That's quite axtina,, and Liyes:no morc} in yourr: » 

Such gaugdy.Trifles with the:Foals-may. paſs, 

Caught with.meneſhew;:and yain. Appearances:  .. 

Virtye's the certainMarky: by Heav'n defign'd; 

Thar's alwaysſtamp'd upon anoble: mind. 

If you fromfuclyilluſtrious. Worthies came, 

By copying them-your high ExtraCt þroc) aim: 

Shew us thake;geherous Heats of Gallantry, 

Which Ages paſt did in'thoſe:Worthies ſee, 

Thar zeal for, Honour,,and-that brayg Didain,. 

Which ſcorn'd rodo an;Aftion-baſe, ar. mean: 


Do you apply.your lacereſt aripht, | 
Not to opprels the-Poor withy/wrongtul Might? 


Would 


A SATTR touching "Nobility. 171 
Would you make Conſcicnce to pervert the Laws, 


Tho brib'd eo do't; ot trg'd by your own Caule ? \ 

Dare you, when juſtly calFd, expend your Bloud 

In ſervice fot your King's and Counttys goud ? 

Can you in open Ficld in Armour ſleep, 

And there meet danger inthe ghaſtlieſt ſhape? 
By ſuch illuſtrious Marks as theſe, I find, 

You're truly iſucd of a tioble kind: 

Then fetch your Line from Albanaft, or Knute, 
Or, if thefe ate roofreſh, from older Brute : 

Ar leiſurs ſearch all Hiſtory to find 

Some great and glorious Warriour to your mind : 

Take Ceſar, Alexander, which you pleaſe, 

To be the ntighty Founder of your Race ; 

In vain the World your Parentage bely, 

Thar was, or ſhould have been your Pedegfce. 
Bur, if you could with caſederive your Kin 

From 7Zercules himſelf im a right Line; 

If yetthere nothing in your Actions be, 

Worthy the'nameof your high Progeny ; 


K 2 All 


Bs - 4847 TR touching Notility. 
All theſe great Anceſtors, which you diſgrace, 


Againſt you are a cloud of Witneſſes: 
And-all the Luſtre of their tarniſh'd Fame 
Serves but to light, and manifeſt your Shame : 
In vain you urge themerir of your Race, 


And boaſt that Bloud, which-you your ſelyes de- 
bale. 


In vain you borrow, to adorn your Name, 

The Spoils, and Plunder of another's Fame 

If, whereT look'd for ſomething Great,and Brave, 

I meet with nothing bur a Fool, or Knave, 

A Traitor, Villain, Sycophant, or Slave, 

A freakiſh Madman, fit to be confin'd, 

Whom Bedlam only can to order bind, 

Or ( co peak all at once ) a barren Limb, 

And rotten Branch of an illuſtrious Stem. 
ButI am too ſevere, perhaps you'l think, 

And mix too much of Satyr with my Ink : 

We ſpeak to men of Birth, and Honour here, 


And thoſe nice Subjects muſt be couch'd with care: 


Cry 


A'SATTR touching Nobility. 13 3 
Cry mercy, Sirs! Your Race, we granc, is known; 
But how far backwards can you trace it down? 
You anſwer : Forat leaſt a thouſand year, 
And ſomeodd hundreds you can maker appear : | 
"Tis much: Burt yet in ſhort the proots are clear : 
All Books wich your Fore-fachers Titles ſhine, 


Whoſe names have ſcap'd the peneral wreck of 
Time : | | | 


But who is thereſo bold, that dares engage 

His Honour, that in thjs long Tra&t of Age 

No oneof all his Anceſtors deceas'd 

Had ee the fate to find'a Bride unchaſt 2 

That they haveall along” Lucretia's been, 

And nothing e're of ſpurious Bloud crept in, 

To mingle and defile the Sacred Line ? 
Curſs'd be the day, when firſt this vanity 

Did primitive ſimplicity deſtroy, 

In the bleſs'd ſtate of infant time, unknown, 


When Glory ſprung from Innocence alone : 


— 
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134 48S ATT'R touching Nobility. 
Each from his merit only Title drew, 
And that alone made Kings, and Nobles too: 
Then, ſcorning | borrow'd Helps to prop his Name, . 
The Hero from himfelf deriv'd his Fame : 
Bur Merir by degeneratetime at laſt, 
Saw Viceennobled, and her felf debas'd : 
And haaghty Pride falſe pompons Titles feign'd, 
Tamuſethe World, and Lord it ore Mankind : 
Thence the vaſt Herd of Earls,and Barons came, 
| For Virtue each brought nothing but a Name: 
Soon after Man, fruitful 3 in Vayities, | 
Did Blazoning and Armary deviſe, 
Founded a College for the Herald's Art, 
And made a Language of their Terms apart, 
Compos'd of frightful words, of Chief, and Baſe, 
Of C bevron, Saltier, Canton, Bend, and Feſs, 
| And whatſoc're of hideous Jargon elle | 
Mad Guillim, and his barbarous Volume fills. 

_ Then farther the wild Folly to purſue, 
Plain down- rioht Honour out of faſhion grew : 


But 


A SHIT R'Pouching Novihiry, 
Burto'keep up4tsDiptiity, 4h Birth, 
Expence, and Luxuryltidft ferir f6trh: ” 
It muſt inhaba'ſiteFPulaces, - PLE 
Diſtinguilh Servantsby their Livertes, 
And carrying viſt Retitues'up and down. 
The Duke and Eattbeby'their Pages known, 
Thus Honour toffuppert irfelf - is brougtt 
To its daft ſhifts, and thencethe Art has gor 
Ot borrowing'every Where, and paying ought :- 
'Tis now zhoughtmean, and much beneatha Lord 
To be an hwoneſt man, and keep his Word ; 
Who, by his Peerage, -ahd Protettion' ſafe, 
Can plead the privitedge tobe aKnave : 
While daily Crowds of ſtarving Creditors 
Are fort'd td dan&& attendance at his doors, 
Till he at length withull his mortgap'd Lands, 
Are fortcited into the-Banker's hands : 
Then to redreſs his wants, the bankrupt Peer 


 Toſomerich trading Sor, turns Penſtoner : 


- 
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And the next News, you're ſure to hear that he 


| Is nobly wed into the Company : 


Where tor a Portion of ill-gotten Gold, 
Himſelf and all his Anceſtors areſold : 
And thus repairs his hroken Family 

At the expence of hjs own Infamy. 
Forif you want Fſtateroſer it forth). 
In vain you boaſt the ſplendor of your Birth: 
Your priz'd Gentility for madneſs goes, | 
And cach your Kindred ſhuns and diſavows ; 
Bur he thar'srich is prais'd athis full rate, - - 
Andtho he oncecry'd Smal.coal in the feet, 
Tho he, nor none of his e're mentioned were, 
But inthe Pariſh-Book, or Regiſter, + 
D-—{ by help of Chronicle ſhall trace 
An hundred Barons of his ancient Rac. 


—_ —__ a 
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SATYR: 
Addreſſed to aFriend, that is about to 


leave the Univerſuy, and come 
abroad m the World. 


] F you're lo out of love with Happinefs, 
Toquir a College life, and learned eaſe 
Convince me firſt, and ſome good Reaſons give, 


What m<chodsand deſigns you'l rake tolive: 
For ſuch Reſolyes are needful in the Caſe, 
Before you tread the worlds Myſterious Maze : 
Wichour'the Premilles in vain you'l try 

Tolive by Syſtems of Phicoſophy : 

Your Ariſtotle, Cartes, and Le-Grand, 

And Euclid tooinlittle ſtead will ſtand. 


How 


' - ag A SATTR. 
How many men of choice, and noted parts, 


OT _— 


_ Wellfraught with Learning,-Languages, and Arts, 


Deſigning high Preferment in their mind, 


And little doubting good ſucceſs to find, | 
With vaſt and Lo ring Foughrs | have flock go 


Town, 


But to their coſt ſoon jound themſelyes undone, 
:\Nbw to .repcut,and ftarvet ebfure left, 
2@6 miſeries laR Comwore, Hope bereft? 

Theſe fail'd for.wart of vromd Arkvioe, you cry, 
Becauſe at firſt the ey fix*d on no employ : 


Wellrhen, let's draw the Proſpett, and the Scene 
- Toall advantage poſſibly wecan: 


The world lies now before you, let me hear, | 


What courſe your Jud; gment counſels you to ſteer : 


Always conſider *d, that) your whole Eſtate, 


Andall: your Fortunelies benearh your Hat - 


Were you the Son of fome. rich Ukurer, 


Thar ſtary'd, and damn' d himſelf to make his Heir, 


ot ' Y . d os 


A SATTR, 139 - 
Left nought to do, but to inter the Sor, 
- And ſpend with eaſe what he withpains had gat ; / 
'Twere caſie to adviſchow you might live, 
Nor would there need inſtruction then ro give : 
Bur you, that boaſt of no Inhericance, 


Save that ſmall Stock, which lies within your 
Brains, 


Learning muſt be your Trade, and therefore weigh 


With heed, how you your Game the beſt may 
play ; 
Bethink your ſelf a while, and then propoſe 


Whart way of Lifeis ficr'ſt for you to chooſe. 

It you for Orders, and a Gown deſign, 
Conſider only this, dear Friend of mine, 
The Church is grown ſo ovyer-ſtock'd of tate, Wd) 
That it you walk abroad, you'l hardly mcer | 
More Porters now than Parſons in the ftreer. 
At every Corner they are forc'd to ply, 
For Jobs of hawkering Divinity : 
And half the number of the Sacred Herd 
Are fain to ſtrowl, and wander unpreferr'd: 


It 


| 


x40 ASATIR. 
If this, or thoughts of ſuch a weighty Charge 


Make you reſolveto keep your ſelf at large; 
For wantof better opportunity, 

A School muſt your next Sanftuary be: 

Go, wed ſome Grammar-Bridewel, and a Wife, 
And'here beat Greek, and Latine for your life : 

' With Birchen Sgepter there command at will, 

Greater than Busby's ſelf, or DoCtor Gill, | 
Bur who would be to the vile Drud gry bound 


Where thetc ſo ſmall encouragement is found 2 
Where you for recompence of all your pains 
Shall hardly reach a. common Fidler's gains? 


For whenyou've toil'd, and labour'd all you can, 


Fo dung, and cultivate a barren Brain : 

' Dancing Maſter ſhall be better paid, 
Ny he. inſtructs the Heels, and you the Head : 
To ſuch Ind ulgence are kind Parents grown, 
That nought coſts leis in Breeding than a Son : 
Nor is it hard to find a Father now, 


Shall more upon a Setting-dog allow : 


ASATIR. 
And with a freer hand reward the Care 


Of training up his Spaniel, than his Heir. 
Some think themſelyes exalted to the Sky; * 

If they light in ſome noble Family ; 

Diet, an Horſe, and thirty pounds a year, 

Beſides the advantage of his Lordſhips ear, 

The credit of the buſineſs, and the State, 

Are things that in a Younſter's Senſe ſound great. 

Little the unexperienc'd Wretch does know, - 

Whar ſlavery he oft muſt undergo : 

Who tho in ſilken Skarf, 4nd Caſlock drefl, 

Wears buta payer Livery at beſt : 

When Dinner calls the Implement muſt wait 

With holy Words to conſecrate the Meat : 

But hold it for a Favour ſeldom known, 

If he be deign'd the Honour to ſir down. 

Soon as the Tarts appear, Sir Crape, withdraw! 

Thoſe Dainties are not for a ſpjricual Maw : 


Obſerye your diſtance, and be ſure ro ſtand 
Hard by the Ciſtern with your Cap in hand : 


There 
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There for divetfion you may pick your Tecth, 


Till the kind Yoider comes for your Relict: 
For meer Board-wages fuch their Freedom fell, 
Slaves to an Hour, and Vaſials to a Bell : 

And if th* enjoyment of one day be ſtole, 
They are bur Pris'ners out upon Parole : 


Always the marks of flavery-remain, 

And they, tho looſe, ſtill drag about their Chain. | 
And where's the mighry Proſpect after all, 

A Chaplainſhip fery'd up, and feven years Thrall > 

The menial thing perhaps for a Reward 


Is to ſome ſlender Benefice preſerr'd, 

With this Proviſobound, that he muſt wed 

My Ladies antiquated Waiting-matd, 

In Drefling only skill'd, and Marmalade, | 
Let others who ſuch meannefles can brook, 

Strike Countenance to cvery Great man's Look : 

Ler thoſe that have a mind,-turn flaves to eaf, 


And live contented by another'sPlare : 


F3> ad -® 


- 
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I cate my Freedom(higlier, nor wall I 
For Food and Rayment:truck my Liberty. - 
Burt, if I muſt. to:my+laſt ſhifts. be-pur, 
To fill a Bladder, and'twelve; yards of Gut ;. 
Rather:with:counterfeited' woaden Leg,. - 
And my right Arm tied -up, I'll chufe to beg: 
Tl rather:chuſe:to ftarvear-large, than be 
The gawdieſt Vaſlal to. Dependency, 

& hasever been the rop of my. Deſires, 
The utmoſt height iro which my wiſh aſpires,. 
That Heav'nwould bleſs me with a ſmall Eſtate; 
Where I might find a cloſe. obſcure retreat ; 
There, free from Noiſe; and all ambirious ends, 
Enjoy a few choice Books, and: fewer Friends, 
Lord of my ſelf, accountable'to none, 
But to my Conſcience, and. my. God alone : 
Therelive unthought of; and.unheard of, die; 

And grudge Mankind. my very memory. 
' Butſince the Blefimng,is (I find) roo.great 


For me. to wiſh for, or expe of Fare: 


Yet 
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Yet, maugre all the ſpight of Deſtiny, 

My Thoughts, and Actions arc, and ſhall be free. 

A certain Author, very grave; and ſage, 

This Story tells: no matter, what the Page. 

One time, asthey walk'd forth ere break of day, 
The Wolf, and Dog encounter'd onthe way : 
Famiſh'd the one, meager, and lean of plight, 

As a caſt Poet, who for Bread does write : 
The other fat, and plump, as Prebend, was, 
Pamper'd with Luxury, and holy Eaſe, 

Thus mer, with Complements, too long to tell, 
Ot being glad to ſee eachother well : 

Flow now, Sir Towzer 2 ( ſaid the Wolf) pray, 
Whence comes it,that you look ſo fleck, and gay ? 
White I, wh do 05 w2:' ( Pm ſure) deſerve, 


.* F 


For w.nt of Liveitiood 11 Like to [tarve ? 


Troth ©: (relied the C03 ) 'thas been my Fate, 
T tha: +3. :,to hap of late 

On a ki 7 3's + # 412 care | ewe 

AY this go EG £4e- i "ris FO fee me now: 


F:.m 
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From his rich Voider every day I'm fed 


With Bones of Fowl, and Crufts of fineſt Bread L 
With Fricaſſee, Ragouſt; and whatſoe're 

Of coſtly Kickſhaws now in faſhion are, 

And more variety of Boil'd and Roaſt, 

Than aLord Mayor's Waiter &re could boaſt: 
Then, Sir, tis hardly credible to tell, 

How I'm reſpetted, and below d by all: 

Þ'm the Delight of thewhole Family, 
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Not darling Shock more Favourite thaffT: 

T never ſleep abroad, to Air expos'd, 

But in my warm apartment an inclos'd : 

There on freſh Bed of Straw, with Canopy 

Of Hutch above, like Dog of State Tlie. 
Beſides, when with high Fare, and Nature fir d; 
To generous Sports of Touth Tam inſpir d; = 
All the proud ſhees are ſoft to my Embrace, 
From Bitch of Quality down to T, urn-ſpit Race : 
Each day I try new Miſtriſſes and Loves, 


Nor envy Sovereign Dogs in their Alcoves.' 


L 
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Thus happy T of all enjoy the beſt, 
No mortal Cur on Earth yet half ſo Bleff'd, 
And farther to enhance the Happineſ,, 
All this I get byidleneſs,and eaſe, 

Troth ! ( faid the Wolt ) 7 envy your Eſtate 
Would to the God's it were but my good Fate, 
That I might happily admitted be 
A member of your blefS'd Sqciety ! 

I would with Faithfulneſs diſcharge my place 
In any thing that I might ſerve his Grace: 
But, think you, Sir, it mould be feaſible, 
And that niy Application might prevail 2 

Do but endeavour, Sir, you need not doubt 
1 make no queſtion but to bring't about : 

Only rely on me, and reſt ſecure, 

Pl ſerve you to the utmoſt of my Pow'r ; 
As I'ma Dog of Honour, Sir : — but this 
E only take the Freedom to adviſe, 

. That you'd alittle lay your Roughneſs by, 


And learn to praftice Complaiſance, like me. 
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For that let me alone: Pl have acare, 

And top my part, 1 warzant,to a hair : 
There's not a Courtier of them all ſhall vie 
For Fawning, and for Suppleneſs with me, 

And thusreſoly'd atlaſt, the Travellers 
Towards the Houſetogether ſhape their courſe : 
The Dog, who Breeding well did underſtand, 

In walking gives his Gheſt the upper hand : 

And as they walk along, they all the while 

With Mirth, and pleaſant Raillery beguile | 

"The tedious Time, and Way, till Day drew near, 
And Light came on 3 by which did ſoon appear 
The Maſtiffs Neck to viewall wornand bare. 


This when his Comrade ſpi'd, What meays ( ſaid - 
he ) 


This Circle bare, which round your Neck 1 fee ? 
If I may be ſo bold; —— Sir, you muſt know, 
That I at firſt was rough, and fierce, like you, 
Of Nature cars'd, and often apt to bite 


Strangers, and elſe, who ever came in fiabt : 


L £ For 


148 ASATTR. 
For this I was tied up, and underwent 
The Whip ſometimes, and ſuch light Chaſtiſement : 
Till I at length by Diſcipline grew tame, 
Gentle, and traftable, as now I am : 
*Twas by this ſhort, and ſlight ſeverity 
I gain'd theje Marks and Badges, which you fee : 
But what are they 2 Allons Monſicur ! let's go. 
Not one ſtep farther : Sir, excuſe me now. 
Much joy t*ye of your envied, bleſs'd Eſtate : 
Twill not bay Preferment at that rate : 
A Gods name, take your golden Chains for me : 
Faith, I'd not be a King, not to be free : 
Sir Dog, your humble Servant, ſo Godbw'y. 


SOME 


— 


SOME 


VERS E 


Written in Septemb, 1676. 


— 


7 _—_— — _— 


Preſenting a Book toOCOSMELI 4. 


» 
Te ere ——————_— a — 
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O, hunable Gitr, go to that matcileſs Saint, 
(3 whom thou only waſt a Copy mcant : 
And all, that's read in thee, more richly find 
Compriz'd in the fair Volumeot her mind ; 


That living Syſtem, where are fully writ 
All thoſe high Morals, which in Books we meet : 


Eaſe, as in ſoft Air, there writ they are, 


Yet firm, as if in Braſs they graven were. 


L 3 NGz 


159 VERSES. 
Nor is her Talent lazily to know 


As dull Divines, and holy Canters do; 

She acts what they only in Pulpits prate, 

And Theory to Practice does tranſlate : 

Nor her own Actions more obey her Will, 
Than char obeys ſtrict Virtues dictates ſtill: 
Yet does not Virtue from ber Duty flow, 

Bur ſhe 1s good, becauſe ſhe will be fo : 

Her Virtue ſcornsata low pitch toflie, 

Tis all free Choice, nonghr of Neceſſity : 

By ſuch ſoft Rules are Saints above confin'd, 
Such isthe Tie, which them to Good does bind. 
The ſcatter'd Glorics of her happy Sex 

In her bright Soul as in their Centermix: 

And all, that they poſleſs but by Retail, 

She hers by juſt Monopoly cancall : 

Whoſe ſole Example docs more Virtuesſhew, 
'Than Schoolmen ever taught, or eyer knew. 
No Actdid c'ce within her Practice fall, 

Which for the attonement of a Buſh could call. 
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No word of hers c're greeted any ear, 


Bur what a Saint at her laſt gaſp might hear : 
Scarcely her Thoughts have ever ſullicd been 
With thelcaſt print, or ſtainot native Sin: 
Devout ſhe is, as holy Hermits are, 

Who ſhare their time 'twixt Extaſie, and Prayer : 
Modeſt, as infant Roſes in their Bloom, 

Who in a Bluſh their tragrant Lives conſume : 

So chaſte,the Dead themſelves are only more, 
Who lie divorc'd from ObyeCts, and from Power : 
So pure, could Virtue in a Shape appear, 

'T would chuſc to have no other Form, but Her : 
So much a Saint, I ſcarce dare call her fo, 

For fcar to wrong her with a name too low : 
Such the Seraphick Brightneſs of her min4, 

I hardly can believe her Womankind : 

But think ſome nobker Being does appear, 
Which to inſtructrche World, has leir the Sphere, 


And condeſcends to wear a Body here. 
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Or, if ſhe mortal be, and mcant to ſhow 


The greater Artby being torm'd below ; 


Surc Heaven preſcrv'd her by the Fall uncurs'd, 


To tellhow good the Sex was madeat firſt. 
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PARTING. 


lit. 


— 


| —_ 


=. O happy had I been indeed, if Fate 
| Had made it laſting, as ſhe made it great ; 
But'twas the Plot of unkind Deſtiny, 


To lift me to, then ſnatch me from my Joy: 


She rais'd my Hopes, and brought them juſt in 
VIeW, 


And thenin ſpight the pleaſing Scene withdrew, 
So Ze of old the promis'd Land ſurvey'd, 
Which he might ſee, but never was to tread: 
So Heav'n was by that damned Caztiff ſeen, 
He ſaw't, but with a mighty Gulf between, 

He faw't to be more wretched, and deſpair agen: 


WY __ Not , 
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Not Souls of dying Sinners, when they go, 


Aſſur'd of endleſs Miſeries below, 

Their Bodies more unwillingly deſert, 

ThanT from you, and all my Joys did parr. 

As ſome young Merchant, whom his Sire unkind. 


Reſtpns to every faithleſs Wave, and Wind; 
If the kind Miſtris of his Vows appear, 
And come to bleſs his Voyage with a Prayer, 
Such Sighs he vents as may the Gale increaſe, 
Such Flouds of Tears as may the Billows raiſc: 
And whenat length the launching Veſlel flies, 
Andllevers firſt his Lips, and then his Eyes; 
Long he looks back toſce what he adcres, 
And while he may, views the beloved Shores. 
Such juſt concerns I at your Parting had, 
With ſuch ſad Eyes your turning Face ſurvey'd : 
Reviewing, they purſu'd you out of ſight, 

' Then ſought to trace you by left Tracks of Light: 
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And when they could not Looks to you convey, 


Tow'rds the lov'd Place they took delight to 
ſtray, 


And aim'd uncertain Glances ſtill thatyway. 


Comphlins 


Complaining of 


ABSENCE 


s [EN days ( if I forget not) waſted are 
(A year inany Lover's Calendar ) 


Since I was forc'd to part, and bid adieu 

To all my Joy, and Happinels in you : 

And ſtill by the ſame Hindrance am detain'd, 
Which me art firſt from your lov'd Sight conſtrain'de 
Ofc I reſolve to meet my Bliſs, and then 

My Tether ſtops, and pulls me back agen? 

So when our raiſed Thoughts to Hcav'n aſpire, 
Earth ſtifles them, and choaks the good deſire. 
Curſe on that Man, who Bus'nels firſt deſign'd, 
And by't enthral'd a free-born Lover's mind | 
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A curſe on Fate, who thus ſubjected me, 


And made me ſlave to any thing but thee ! 
Lovers ſhould be as unconfin'd ns Air, 

Free as its wild Inhabitants from Care : 

So free thoſe happy Lovers are above, 

Exempt from all Concerns but thoſe of Love: 
But I, poor Lover militant below, 

The Carcs, and 'Troubles of dull Life muſt know :; 
Muſt toil for that, which does on others wait, 
And undergo the drudgery of Fate : 

Yet Tl no more to her a Vaſſal be, 

Thou now ſhalt make, and rulemy Deſtiny : 
Hence troubleſome Fatigues! all Bus'neſs hence ! 
This very hour my Freedom ſhall commence: 
Too long that Jilt has thy proud Rival been, 
And made me by negleCttul Abſence fin; 

But I'll no more obey its Tyranny, 

Nor that, nor Fate it ſelf ſhall hinder me 


Hencctorth from ſceing, and enjoying thee. 


Promi1- 


Promiſing a 


'ISIT 


Ooner may- Art, and caſier far divide 
— ſoft embraciag waters of the Tide, 
Which with united Friendſhjp ſtill rezoyn, 

Than part my Eyes, my Arms, or Lips from thine : 


Sooner it may Time's hcadlong motion force, 
In which ic marches with unalter'd courſe, 

Or ſever this from the ſucceeding Day, 

Than from thy happy Preſence force my ſtay; 
Not the touch'd Needle ( emblem of my Soul ) 
With greater Rev'rencetrembles to its Pole; 


Nor Flames with ſurer inſtinct upwards go, 


Than mine, and all their motions rend to you. 


fy 
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Fly ſwift, ye minutes, and contraCt the ſpace 


Ot Time, which holds me from her dear Embrace : 
When I am there I'll bid you kindly ſtay, 

I'll bid you reſt, and never glide away. 

Thither when Bugnels gives me a Releaſe 

To loſs my Cares in ſoft,and gentle Eaſe, 

I'll come, and all arrears of Kindneſs pay, 

And live o're my whole Abſence in one day. 

Not Souls, relcas'd from humane Bodies, move 
Wirth quicker haſte ro meer their Bliſs above : 
'ThanI, when freed from Clogs, that bind me now, 
Eager to ſeize my Happinels, will go. 

Should a fierce Angel arm'd with Thunder ſtand, 
And threaten Vengeance with his brandiſh'd hand, 
To ſtop the entrance to my Paradile ; 

Til venture, and his ſlighsed Bolts deſpiſe. 

Swift as the wings of Fear, ſhall be my Love, 

And me to her with equal ſpeed rWmove: 

Switt, as the motions of the Eye, or Mind, 


11] thither fly, and leave ſlow Thought behind. 


THE 


THE CARELESS 


Good Fellow. 
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Written, March g. 1680. 


SONG. 


I. 


Pox of this fooling, and plotting of late, 


What a pother, and ſlir has it kept in the 
State ? 2 


Let the Rabble run mad with Suſpicions, and Fears, 
Letthem ſcuiAlc, and jar, till chey go by the cars : 


Their Grievances never ſhall trouble my pate, 


SoT can enjoy my dear Bottic at quict., 


WH. Whit 
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Il. 


What Coxcombs were thoſe; who wonld baiter 
their eaſe 


And their Necks for a Toy, a thin Wafer and Mals 2 
At old Tybarn thiey riever hiad needed to ſwing, 


Had they been but true Subjects to Drink,and their 
King; 


A Friend, and a Bottle is all my deſign ; 


He has no room for Treaſon, that's rop-full of 
Wine. 


Il. 
I mind not the Members and makers of Laws, 
Letthem fit or Prorogue, as his Majeſty pleaſe : 
Let them damn us to Woollen, ll never repine 
Ar my Lodging, whendead, ſoalive IT have Wine: 
Yet oft in my Drink I can hardly forbcar 


Fo curfe them tor making my Claret ſo dear. 


b IV. I mind 
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IV. 
I mind not grave Aﬀes, who idly debate 
About Right and Succeſſton, the Trifles of State; 


We've a good King already : and he deſerves laugh- 
rer 


That will trouble his head with who ſhall come 
after : 


_ here's co his Health, and I wiſh he may 
c 


As free from all Care, and all Trouble, as we. 


V. 
What care T how Leagues with the F7o//antler go? 


Or Intrigues betrwixt Sidney, and Monſieur 
D' Avaux ? 


What concerns it my Drinking, it Caſal beſold, 
If the Conquerour take it by Storming,or Gold? 
Good Bordeaux alone is the place that I mind, 


And when the Flcet's coming, I pray for a Wind. 


VI. The 
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VI. 
The Bully of Frajce, that aſpires to Renown 
By dull cutting of Throats,and yent'ring his own; 


Let him fight and be daran'd, and miake Matches, 
and Treat, 


To afford tlie News-mongers, and Coftec-houſe 
Chart : 


He's but a brave Wretch, while Iam more free; 
More ſafe; 4nd a thouſand times happiet than 
He; 
vir. 
Come He; or the Pope, or the Devil to boot, 
Or come Faggot, and Stake; I care not a Groat; 
Never think that in Smithfreld I Porters will heat : 
No, I fwear, Mr Fox, pray excuſe me for that, 
F1l drink in defiance of Gibber, and Halter, 
This is the Profeſſion, that never will alter: 


M z A SA- 


SATYR. 


The Perſon of Spencer 1. brought im, 
Diſſuading the eAuthor from the 
Study of Poetry, and /hewing how 
little it 1s eſteemid and encouraged m 


this preſent Age. 


NE night, as [ was pondering of late 

On all the mis'ries of my hapleſs Fate, 
Curſing my rhiming Stars, raving in vain 
At all the PowTs, which over Poets reign : 
in came a ghaitly Shape, all pale, and thin, 
As {ome poor Sinner, who by Pricit had been 
Under along Lent's Penance, ilary'd, and whipd, 


+15 . % 0 = 
Or par-boil's L echer. late from Hot-houſe crent : 
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Famiſh'd 


ASATIR. 65 
Famiſh'd his Looks appear'd, his Eyes funk 1 — Wa 
Like Morning-Gown about him hung his Skin: 
A Wreath of Lawrel on his Head he wore, 
A Book, inſcrib'd the Fairy Queen, he bore. 

By this I knew him, roſe, and bow'd, and Had, . 
Hail reverend Ghoſt! all hail moſt ſacred Shade ! 
Why this great Vifit > why vouchſaf d tome, 
The meaneſt of thy Britiſh Progeny? i 
Com#ſt thou in my uncalÞd, unhallow'd Muſe, 
Some of thy mighty Spirit to infuſe 2 
If fo; lay on thy Hands, ordain me fit 
For the high Cure, and Miniſtry of Wit 
Ler me (I beg) thy great Inſtruftions VE 
Teach me to tread the glotious paths of Fame : 
Teach me ( for none does better know than thou ) 
How, like th by ſelf, I may tmmortat| &row. | 

Thus did Hpcak, and ſpoke it ina ſtrain, 
Above my comiion rate, and uſual vein; 

As if infpirU by preſente\ of the Bard, 
Who witha Frown thus ro orep! y was heard, 
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In ſtile of Satyr, ſuch wherein of old 


He the fam'd Tale of Mother Hubberd cold. 
] come, fond Ideor, ereit be to0 late, 
Kindly to warn thee of thy wretched Fate: 
Take heed berimes, repent, and learn of me 
To ſhun the dang rous Rocks of Poetry : 
Had I the choice of Fleſh and Bloud again, 
To at once more in Life's tumultuous Scene 3 ; 
| d be a Porter, or a Scavenger, 
A groom, or any thing, bur Poet here : 
Haſt rhou obſerv'd ſome Hawker of rhe Town, 


Who through the Streets with diſmal Scream and 
\ - Tone;'* 


Cries Matches, Small-coal, Brooms, Old Shooes and 
- Boots, 7 + 


Socks, Sermons, Ballads, Lies, Gazers and Vores: 2 
So unrecorded to the Grave Id ""O- 


tk 


And nothing but the Regiſter tell, who : 2 | 
Rather that poor unheard- of Wretch I d be, 
Than the moſt glorious Name i in Pociry, Pe 
Wick all i irs boaſted lamorrliry "8 


Rather 
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Rather than He, who ſung on Phryg;a's Shore, 
The Grecian Bullies fighting for a Whore : 
Or He of 7hebes, whom Fame ſo much extols 
For praiſing Jockies, and New-market Fools. 

So many now, and bad the Scriblers be, 
'Tis ſcandal to be of the Company : 
The foul Diſcaſe is ſo prevailing grown, 
So much the Faſhion of the Court and Town, 
That ſcarce a man well bred in cither's deem'd, 


But who has killd, been often claprt, and oft has 
rhim'd : | 


The Fools are troubled with a Flux of Brains, 
And cach on Paper ſquirts his filthy ſenſe : 
A leaſh of Sonnets, and a dull Lampoon 


Set up an Author, who forthwith is grown 


A man of Parts, of Rhiming, and Renown : 
Ev'n that vile Wrerch,who in lewd Verſe each year 
Deſcribes the Pageants, and my good Lord Mayr, 
Whoſe Works mult ſerve the next EleCtion-day 
For making Squibs, and under Pies to lay, 


M 4 Yet 
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| Yercounts himſelf of the inſpired Traig, 
And dares in thought the ſacred Name profane. 


While the bilk'd Owner hires Gazetts to tell, 
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But is it nought ( thou lc ay )in Front to flaud, 
With Lawrel crown'd by White, or Loggan' s hand ? 
Is it not great, and glorious to be knowy, 

Mark d out ,and gaz 'dat thro the wond ring Town, 
By all the Rabble paſſ ing up aud down + 

So Oats and Bedloe havebeen pointed a, 

And every buſic Coxcomb of the State : 

Ti he meaneſt Felons who through Holborn go, 
More eyes,and looks chan twenty Poets draw ; 

If this be all, go, have thy poſted Name 

Fix'd up with Bills of Quack, and publick Sham ; 
To be the ſtop of gaping Prenticcs, 

And read by reeling Drunkards, when they piſs ; - 
Or elſe to lie expe@sd on rrading Scall, 


Mongft Spanicls loſtghat Authors docs not (ell, 


Perhaps 
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Perhaps, fond Fool, thou ſooth'ſt thy ſelf in 


dream, 
With hopes of purchaſing a laſting Name ? 
Thou think'ſt perhaps thy Trifles ſhall remain, 
Like facred Cowley, and immortal Ben ? 
But who of all the bold Adventurers, 
Who now drive onthe trade of Fame in Verſe 
Can be enſur'd in this unfaithful Sea, 
Where there ſo many loſt and ſhipwrack'd be? 
How many Poems writ in ancient time, 
Which thy Fore-tfathers had in great eſteem, 


Which in thecrowded Shops bore any rate, 


And ſold like News-Books, arid Aﬀairs of State, 


Have grown contemptible, and ſlighted ſince, 
As Pordage, Fleckno, or the Britifh Prince 2 


Quarles, Chapman, Heywood, Withers had Applic, 


And Wild, and'Ogilby in former days ; 
But now are damn'd to wrapping rey Wa 
And cursd by'all their broken m— 
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And ſo may'ſt thou perchance paſs ap and down, 


And pleaſe a while th' admiring Court,and Town, 
Who after ſhalt in Duck-lane Shops be thrown, \' 
To mould with S:1veſfter, and Shirley there, 
And truck for Pots of Ale next Stourbridg-Fair. 
Then who'l not laugh to ſee th* immortal Name 
To vile Mundungus made a Martyr Flame ? 
And all thy deathleſs Monuments of Wit, 


Wipe Porters Tails, or mount in Paper-kite? 


But, grant thy Poetry ſhould find ſucceſs, 
And ( which is rare) the ſqueamiſh Criticks pleaſe 
Admit, it read, and prais'd, and courted be 
By this nice Age, and all Peſterity ; 
It thou expeCteſt ought but empty, Fame ; 
Condemn thy Hopes, and Labours to the Flame : 
The Rich have now learn'd only to admire, 
He, who to greater Favours does aſpire, 
Is mercenary thought, and writes to hire: 


=_— - FT 2 


% 


Would'ſt thou to-raiſe thine, and. thy Countries 
Fame, | 
Chuſe ſome old Eg/iſp Hero for thy Theme, 
| Bold 
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Bold Arthur, or great Edward's greater Son, 
Or our fifth Harry, matchleſs in Renown, 
Make Agincourt, and Creſſy Frields outvie 
The fam'd Lavinian Shores, and Walls of 7 roy; 
What Scipio, what Mzcenas would'ſt thou find, 
What Sidney now to thy great Projett kind? 
Bleſs me ! how great Genius ! how each Line 
Is big with Senſe | how glorious a Deſign 
Does thro the whole, and each Proportion ſhine ! 
Flow lofty all his Thoughts, and how inſpir'd / 
Pity, ſuch woud"rous Parts are not preferr'd : 
Cries a gay wealthy Sot, who would nor bail 
For bare five Pounds the Author out'6f Jail, : 


Should heſtarve there, and rot ; who if a Brief 
Came out the needy Poersto relieve, 

'To the whole Tribe would earce a Teſter give. 
But filty Guianies for a Whore and Clap ; 


The Peer's well usd, and comes off wondrous 
cheap : ;( 264 
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A Poet would bedear, and out o'th' way, 
Should he expett abovea Coach-man's pay : 
For this will any dedicate, and lye, 

And dawb the gaudy Aſs with Flattery 2 

For this will any proſtitute his Senſe 

To Coxcombs void of Bounty, as of Brains > 
Yet ſuch is the hard Fate of Writers now, 


They're ford for Alms to cach great Name to 
bow : 


. F Iwn, like her Lap-dog, on her tawdry Grace, 
Commend her Beauty, and bely her Glaſs, 
By which ſhe every morning primes her Face: 
Sneak to his Honour, call him Witty, Brave, 
And Juft, thoa known Coward, Fool, or knaye, 
And praiſe his Lincage, and Nobility, | Þ 
Whoſe Armsatfirſt came from the Company. 

Gr is ſo, 'twas ever ſo, ſince heretofore | 

The blind old. Bars, with Dog, and Bell before, 
Was fain to ſing for Bread from door to door 7 


The 


The needy Muſes all turn'd Gypſies then, 


And of the begging Trade &er ſince have been : * 

Should mighty Sapphoin theſe days revive, 

And hope upon her ſtock of Wit to live; . 

She muſt to Creſwe/'s trudg to mend her Gains, 

| Andlether Tailto hire, as well as Brains. 

What Poet ever fin'd for Sheriff? or who 

By Wir and Senſe did ever Lord Mayors grow 2 
My own hard Uſage herelI need not preſs, 

Where you have every day before your face 

Plenty of freſh reſembling Inltances : 

Great Cowl/ey's Muſe the ſame il] Treatment had, 

Whoſe Verſe ſhall live for ever to upbraid 


Tl ungrateful World, that left fuch Worth un 
paid, 


Waller himſelf may thank Inheritance 
| For what heelſe had never got by Senſe. 
On B«tler who can think withoutuſt Rage, 


The Glory, and the Scancal of the Age 2 


Fair 
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Fair ſtood his hopes, when firſt he came to Town; 

Mer every where with welcomes of Renown, 

Courted, and lov'd by all; with wonder read, 

And promiſes of Princely Favour fed : 

But what Reward for all had he at laſt, 

Aiter a Life indull expe&ance paſs? 

The Wretch at ſumming up his miſ-ſpent days 

Found nothing left, but Poverty, and Praiſe : 

Of all his Gains by Verſe he could not fave 

Enough to purchaſe Flannel, and a Grave : 

Reduc'd to want, he in due time fell ſick, 

Was fain todie, and be interr'd on tick : 

And well might bleſs the Fever that was ſent, 

To rid him hence, and his worſe Fate prevent. 
You've {cen what fortune other Poets ſhare ; 

View next the Faftors of the Theatre : 

Thar conſtant Mart, which all the year doeshold;- 

Where Staple wit is barter'd, bought, and fold; 
Here trading Scriblers for their Maintainanee, 

And Livelihood truſt to a Lott'ry-chance : 
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But who his Parts would in the Service ſpend, 
Where all his hopes on Vulgar Breath depend ? 
Where every Sot, for paying halt a Crown; 
Has the Prerogative to cry him down? 
Sidley indeed may be content with Fame, 
Nor care ſhould an ill-judging Audience damn : 
But Settle, and the Reſt, that writ for Pence, 
Whoſe whole Eſtate's an ounce, or two of Brains, 
Should athin Houſe on the third day appear, 
Muſt ſtarve, or live in Tatters all the year. 
And what can we expe that's brave and greart, 
Froma poor needy Wretch, that writes to cat ? 
Who the ſucceſs of the next Play muſt wait | 


For Lodging, Food, and Cloaths, and whoſe chiet 
care 


Is how to ſpunge for the next Meal, and where 2? 
Hadſt thou of old in flouriſhing Athens liv'd, 

When all the learned Arts in Glory thriv'd, 

When mighty Sophocles the Stage did ſway, 

And Poets by the State were held in pay ; 


'Twere 
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Twere worth thy Pains to cultivate thy Muſe; 


And daily.wonders then it might produce ; 
But who would now write Hackney to a Stage, 
That's only thought the Nuiſance of the Age? 


Goafter this, and bextthy wretehed Brains, 


 Andtoil to bring in thankleſs Ideots means : 
Turn o're dull Horace, and the Claſſick Fools, 
To poach for Senfe, and hiunt for idle Rules : 


Be free of Tickets, and the Play- houſes, 
Tomake ſome tawdry Areſs there by Prize, 


And ſpend thy third Days gains 'twixt her clap'd 
Thighs. 


All Trades, and all Profeſſions here abound, 
And yet Encouragement for all is tound : 
Herea vile Emp'rick, who by Licerice kills, 
Who every Week helps to increaſe the Bills, 
Wears Velver, kceps his Coach, and Whore beſide, 
For what leſs Villains muſt to 7yburn ride. 
There a dull trading Sot, in Wealth o'regrown' 


By thriving Knavery, can call his own. 
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Adozen Mannors, and if Fate ſtill bleſs, 


Expect as many Counties to poſlels. 

Punks, Panders, Bawds, all their due Penſions pain, 

Andevery day the Great Mens Bounty drain : 

Laviſh expence on Wit, has never yet 

Been tax'd amongſt the Grievances of State. 

The Turky, Guinny, India Gainers be, 

And all but the Poetick Company : 

Each place of Traffick, Bantam, Smyrna, Zant, 

Greealand, Virginia, Sevil, Aliant, 

And France, that ſends us Dildoes, Lace, and Wine, 

Vaſt profit all, and large Returns bring in: 

Parnaſſus only is that barren Coaſt, 

Where the whole Voyage, and Adventure's loſt. 
Then be advis'd, the ſlighted Muſe forſake, 

And Coke, and Dalton for thy ſtudy take: 

For Fees each Term ſweat in the crowded Hall, 

And thers for Charters, and crack'd Titles bawl: 
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Than forty Laureats of the Theater, 

Orelſe to Orders, and the Church berake 

Thy ſelf, and that thy future Refuge make : 
There fawn on ſome proud Patron to engage 
Th' Adyowſon of caſt Punk, and Parſonage: 
Or ſooth the Court,and preach up Kingly Right, . 
To gaina Prebend'ry, and Mitre by'r. 

In fine, turn Pettifogger, Canoniſt, 

Civilian, Pedant, Mountebank, or Pricſt, 
Soldier, or Merchant, Fidler, Painter, Fencer, 
Jack-pudding, Juggler, Player, or Rope-dancer : 


Preach, Plead, Cure, Fight, Game,Pimp,Beg,Chear, 
or Thieve ; | 


Beall but Poet, and there's way to live. 

But why colin vain my Connſel ſpend 
On one whom there's ſo lictle hope to mend ? 
Where I perhaps as truitleſly exhort, 


As Lenten Doctors, when they Preach at Court > 


/ 


Not 
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Not enter'd Punks from Luſt they once have tried, 
Not Fops, and Women from Conceit, and Pride, 
Not Bawds from Impudence, Cowards from Fear, 
Nor ſear'd yatoglingSingers paſt Deſpair, 
Arc half fo hard, and ſtubborn to reduce,, 
Asa poor Wererch, when once poſleſs'd with Muſe: 

Tt therefore, what [ye  fajd, cannot avail, | 
Nor from the Rhiming Folly thee recal, 
But ſpite of all thou wilt be obſtinare, | J 
And run thy ſclt upon avoidlels Fate; 
May'ſ{t thou go on unpiticd, till thou be 
Brought to the Pariſh, Bridge, and Begpary: 
Till urg'd by want, like broken Scriblers, thou 
Turn Poet. to a Booth, a.Sw7thfield-Show, . 
And write Hervick\ Verſefor: Bartholmew, 

Then ſlighted by the very Nurſery, 

May thou at laſt be forc'd to ftarye,like ine. 


ny 
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The Poet brings in a Friend of his, 'giving him 
an account why he remoyes/ from London to 
live in the Country... . | 


HO much concern'd to leave my dear old 
Friend, 

I muſt however his Deſign commend 

Of fixing in the Country : tor werel 


As free tochuſe my Reſidence, as he ; 
The 
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The Peake, the Fens, the Hundreds,or Lands.end, 


1 would prefer to Fleerſtreer, or the Strand. 
Whar place ſodeſart, and ſo wildis there, 
Whoſe Inconveniencies one would not bear, 
Rather than the Alarms of midnight Fire, 
The falls of Houſes, Knavecy of Cits, 


The Plots of Factions, and the noiſe of Wits, 


And thouſand other Plagues, which up and down 


Each day and hour infeſt the curſed Town 2 
As Fate wou'd haye't, on the appointed day 
Ot parting ThE I met him on the way, 
Hard by Mizle-end, the place ſofam'd of late, 
In Proſe, and Verſe for the great Fadtons Treat 3 
Here we ſtood ſtill, and after Complements 
Ot courſe, and wiſhing his good Journey hence, 
I ask'd what ſudden cauſes made him flie = 
The once-lov'd Town, and his dear Company: 
When, on the hated Proſpect looking back, 
Thus with juſt rage the good old 7:mon ſpake. 
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'Since Virtue here in no repute is had, 


Since Worth is ſcorn'd, Learning and. Senſe un- 
| paid, 


And Knavery the only thriving Trade; | 


Finding my ſlender Fortune every day 
Dwindle, and waſte inſenſibly away, 
- I, like a loſing Gameſter, thus retreat, 
To manage wiſelier my laſt ſtake of Fate: 
While I have ſtrength, and want no aff to prop 
My tott'ring Limbs, e're Age has made me ſtoop 
Beneathits weight, ere all my Thread be ſpun, | 
And Life has yet in ſtore ſome Sands to run, 
.'Tis my Reſolve to quit the nauſeous Town. 
Let thriving Morecraft chuſe his dwelling there, 
Rich with the Spoils of fome young ſpend-thritt 
Heir : 
Le*trhc Plot-mongers ſtay behind, whoſe Art 
Can Truth to Sham, and Sham to Truth convert : 
Who ever has an Houſe to Build, or Set, 
His Wife, his Conſcience, or his Oath to let : 
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Who ever has, or hopes for Offices, 


A Navy, Guard, or Cuſtom-houſe's Place: 
Let ſharping Courtiers ſtay,who thereare great 
By putting the falſe Dice on King, and Stare. 


Where they,who once were Grooms,and Foot-Boys 
known, 


Are now to fair Eſtates, and Honours grown ; 
Nor necd we envy them, or wonder much 
At their fantaſtick Greatneſs, ſince they're ſuch, 
Whom Fortune oft in her capricious freaks 
Is pleas'd to raiſe from Kennels, and the Jakes, 
To Wealth, and Dignity above the reſt, 
When ſhe is frolick, and diſpos'd to jeſt. 

I live in Loxdon 2 What ſhould I do there 2 
I cannot lye, nor flatter, nor torſwear : 
I can't commend a Book, or Piece ot Wit, 
(Thoa Lord were the Author ) dully writ ; 
I'm no Sir Sydrophel to read the Stars, 


And caſt Nativities for longing Heirs, 
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When Fathers ſhalb drop off: no Gadbury 

To tell the minute,when the King ſhall die, 

And you know what —come in: nor can I ſteer, 

And tack about my Conſcience, whenloe're, 

To a new Point, I ſce Religion veer. 

Let others pimp to Courrtier's Lechery, 

Fll draw no City-Cuckold's Curſe on me : 

Nor would I doit, tho to be made great, 

Andrais'd to the chict Miniſtry of Statc. 

Therefore I think it fir to rid the Town 

Of one, thart is an uſeleſs member grown. 
Beſides, who has pretence to Favour now, 

But he, who hidden Villany does know, 


Whofe Breaſt does with ſome burning Secret 
glow ? 


By none thou ſhalt preferr'd, or valued be, 
That truſls thee with an honeſt Secreſic: 
He only may to great mens Fricndſhip reach, 


Who Great Men, when he pleaſes, can impeach. 


Let 
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Let others thus aſpire ro Dtgnity ; "Mn 
For me, I'd not their envied Grandeur buy 
For all ch* Exchange is worth, that Pauls will coſt, 
Or was of late inthe Scorch Voyage loſt. 
What would it boot, if I, togain my end, 
Forgo my Quiet, and my caſe of mind, 
Srill fear'd, at laſt betray'd by my great Friend. 

Another Cauſe, which I muſt boldly own, 
And not the leaſt, for which-I quit the Town, 
Is to behold it made the Common-ſhore, 
Where France does all her Filth, and Ordure pour : 
What Spark of true old Eg/iſh rage can bear 
Thoſe, who were Slaves at home, to Lord it here ? 
We've all our Faſhions, Language, Complements, 
Our Muſick, Dances, Curing, Cooking thence; 
And we ſhall have their Poisning too'e're long, 
Tf ſtill in the improvement we goon. 


What would'ft thou ſay, great P:.- ſhould'ſt 


thou view 


Thy gawdy flutt'ring Race of Eng/iſh now, 


Their 
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"Their tawdry Cloaths, Pulvilio's, Eſſences, 


Their Chedreux Perruques, and thoſe Vanities, 
Which thou, and they of old did ſo deſpiſe ? 
What Would'ſt chou fay to ſee th infetted Town 
With the fowl Spawn of Foreiners o're-run? 
Hither from Par, and all Parts they come, 

The Spue, and Vomit of their Goals at home'; 
To Court they flock, and to St. Fames his Square, 
And wriggle into Great Mens Service there: 
Foot-boys at firſt, till they, from wiping Shooes, 
Grow by degrees the Maſters of the Houſe: 
Ready of Wit, harden'd of Impudence, 

Able with cace to put down either ZZ. 

Both the King's Player, and King's Evidence : 
Flippant ef Talk, and voluble of Tongue, 

With words at will, no Lawyer better hung ; 
Softer than flattering Court-Paraſite, 

Or City-Trader, when he means to cheat : 

No Calling, or Proteſſion comes amils, 


A ncedy Monſieur can be what hepleaſe, 


Groom, 
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Groom, Page, Valet, Quack, Operator, Fencer, 


Perfumer, Pimp, Jack-pudding, Juggler, Dancer: 
Give butthe word ; the Cur will fetch and bring, 
Come over to the Emperoxr, or King : . | 
Or, if you pleaſe, fly o'rethe Pyramid, 
Which F—-2 and the reſt in vain have tried, 
Can I have patience, and cadure to ſee | 
The paltry Forein Wretch take place of me, 
Whom the ſame Wind, and Veſſel brought aſhore, 
That brought prohibited Goods, and Dildocs o're 2 
Then, pray, what mighty Priviledge is there 
For me, that at my Birth drew Eng/7k Air 2 
And where's the Benefit to have my Veins 
Run-Briti/h Bloud, if there's no difference] 
"'T wixt me, and him, the Statute Freedom gave, 
And made a Subject of a truc-born Slave? 
But nothing ſhocks, and is more loath'd by me, 
Than the vile Raſcal's fulſom Flattery : 
By help of this falſe Magnifying Glaſs, 
{ ALouſe, or Flca ſhall for a Camel pals: 


Pro- 
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Producean hideous Wight, more ugly far 


Than thoſe ill Shapes, which in old Hangings are, 
He'l make him ſtrait a Beau Garzon appear : 
Commend his Voice, and Singing, tho he bray 
Worſe than Sir Martin Marr-a//in the Play : 
And if heRhime ; ſhall praiſe for Standard Wir, 
More ſcurvy ſenſe than Pryn, and Yickars Writ. 
And here's the miſchict, tho we ſay the ſame, 
He is believ'd, and we are thought to ſham : 
Do you but ſmile, immediately the Beaſt 
Laughsout aloud, tho he ne'r heard the Jeſt ; 
Pretend, you're fad, he's preſently in Tears, 
Yet prieves no more than Marble, when it wears 
Sorrow in Mctaphor : but ſpeak of Heat; 
O God ! how ſultry 'tis 2 helery, and ſweat 
In depth of Winter : ſtrait, if you complain 
Of Cold ; the Weather-glaſs is ſunk again : 
Then he'l call for his Frize-Campaign,and ſwear 


Tis beyond Eighty, he's in Greenland here. 
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Thus he ſhifrs Scenes, and oft'nerin a day 


Can change his Face, than Actors at a Play : 


There's nought ſo mean, can ſcape the flatrring 
—_— ' 


Not his Lord's Snuff. box, nor his Powder-Spot : 

If he but Spit, or pick his Teeth; he'l cry, 

How every thing becomes you 2 let me die, | 

Tour Lordſhip does it moſt judiciouſly : 

And ſwear, 'tis faſhionable, if he Sneeze, 

Extremely taking, and it needs muſt pleaſe. 
Beſides, there's nothing ſacred, nothing free 

From the hot Satyr's rampant Lechery: 

Nor Wite, nor Virgin-Daughter can eſcape, 

Scarce thou thy ſelf, or Son avoid a Rape : 

All muſt go pad-lock'd: if nought elſe there be, 

Suſpedt thy very Stables Chaſtity. 

By this the Vermin into Secrets creep, 


Thus Families in awe they ſtriveto keep. 
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What living for an Exg/ifþ man is there, 


Where ſuch as theſe get head, and domineer, 

Whoſe uſe and cuſtom *ris,never to ſhare. 

& Friend,bur love to reign without diſpute, 

Without a Rival, full, and abſolute 2 

Soon as the Inſect gets his ZZonour's car, 

And fly-blows ſome of's poys nous malice there, 
Strait Imturn'd off; kick'd out of doors, diſcarded 1] 
| Andall my former Service diſregarded, 1- 

But leaving theſe Meſieurs, for fear thatT 

Be thought of the S7/k-Weavers Mutiny, 

From the loath'd ſubject let us haſten on, 

To mention other Grievances in Town: 


And further, whar ReſpeCFar all is had 


_- Of poormen here 2 and how's their Service paid, 


Tho they be nc'r ſo diligent to wait, 
To ſneak, and dance attendance on the Great ? 
No mark of Favour is to be obtain'd 


By one,that ſucs, and brings an empty hand : 
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And all his merit is but madea Sport, 12D 
Unleſs he glut ſome Cormorantat Court. 

'Tis now a common thing, anduſual here, '  :? 
To ſee the Son of ſome rich Uſurer' | 
Take place of Nobles, keep his firſt-rate Whore, | 
- And fora Vaulting bout, or two give more 


Than a Guard-Captains Pay : mean white _ 
Breed , 


Of Peers, reduc'd to Poverty, and there __— 

Are faintotrudg to the Bauk-fide, and,there 1 

Take up with Porters leavings, Suburb-Ware, . 

There ſpend that Bloud, which their great Anceſtor, 

So nobly ſhed at Creſy heretofore, 

At Brothel-Fights in ſome foul Common: ſhore. 
Produce an Evidence, tho juſt he be, 

As righteous Fob, or Abraham, or He, 


Whom Heaven, when whole Nature ſhipwrackd 
Was, 


Thought worththe ſaving, of all humane Race, 


Or 
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Or Yother, who the flaming Delugeſcap'd, 


When Sodom's Lechers Angels would have rap'd ; 


How rich he is, muſt the firſt queſtion be, 


Next for his Manners, and Integrity : 
They 'l ask, what Equipage he keeps, and what 
He's reckon'd worth in Money, and Eſtate, 


For Shrieve how oft he has been known to fine, 


And with how many Diſhes he does dine : 
For look what Caſha perſon has in ſtore, 


Juſt ſo much Credit has he, and no more : 


Should T upon a thouſand Bibles Swear, 


And call each Saint throughout the Calendar: 


To vouch my Oath; it won't be taken here ; 


The Poor ſlight Heav'n, and Thunderbolts ( they 
think ) 


And Heay'n it felf docs at ſuch Trifles wink. 


Beſides, whar ſtore of gibing ſcoffs are thrown 


On one, that's poor, and meanly clad in Town ; 


If his Apparel ſcem but overworn, 


His Stockings our at heel,or Breeches torn 2 
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One takes occaſion his ript Shooe to flour, _ 


And ſweats 'chas been at Priſon-Grates hung aut: 
Another ſhrowdly jects his coarſe Crevar, 
Becauſe hirnfelf wears Polut + a third his Hat, 
And moſt unmetcifully ſhews his Wir, 

If it be old; or does nor cock aright : 

Nothing in Poverty fo ill is born, 

As its expoſing men to grinning ſcorn, 

To be by tawdfy Coxcombs piſs'd upen, 

And made thejeſting-ſtock of each Buffon. 

Turn out there, Friend | (crie$one at Church)the Pew 
Is mot for ſuch mean ſcoundrel Curs, at you : 

'Tis for your Betters kept : Belike, ſome Sor, 
That knew no Father, was on Bulks begor : / 

But now is rais'd to an Eſtare, and Pride, 

By having the kind Proverb on his ſide: 

Let Gripe and Cheatwel take theirPlaces there; 
And Daſh the Scriv'nets gawdy (parkiſh Heir, 
That wears three tbin'd Orphans on his back : 
Mean while you in the Alley ſtand ; and ſneak : 
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And you therewith muſt reſt contented, ſince 
Almighty Wealth does put ſuch difference. 
Whar Citizen a Son-in-law will take, | 
Bred ne'r ſo well, that can't a Joynter make ? 
What man of ſenſe, that's poor, e'xe ſummon'd is 
Amonoſt the Common-Council to adviſe 2 
AtVeſtry-Conſults when does he appear, 

For chooſing of ſome Pariſh.Officer, 

Or making Leather-Buckets for the Choir ? 
'Tis hard forany man toriſe, thar feels 

His Virtueclog'd with Poverty at heels: 

Burt harder *ris by much in London, where 

A ſorry Lodging, coarſe, and ſlender Fare, 

Fire, Water, Breathing, every thing is dear : 

Yer ſuch as cheſe an carthen Diſh diſdain, 

With which their Anceſtors, in Edgar's Reign, 

Were ſerv'd, and thought it no diſgrace to dine, 

Tho they were rich, had ſtore of Leather-Coin. 

Low as their Fortune is, yet they deſpiſe 


| A man that walks the ſtrectsin homely Frize 


To 
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To ſpeak the truth, great part of Eug/and now + 


In their own Cloth will ſcarce vouchfafe to go: 
Only, the Statutes Penalty to ſave, 

Some few perhaps wear Woollen in the Grave. 
Hereall go gaily dreſt, altho it be 

Above their Means, their Rank, and Quality : 
The moſt in borrow'd Gallantry are clad, 
For which the Tradeſmen's Books are (till unpaid ; 
This Faulris common in the meaner ſort, | 
That they muſt needs affect to bear the Porr 
Of Gentlemen, though they want Income for't. ) 


Sir, to be ſhort, in this expenſive Town 
There's nothing without Money to be done: 
What will you give to be admitted there, 

And brought to fpeech of ſome Court-Miniſtet ? 
What will you give to have the quarter-face, 

The {quitit and nodding go-by of his Grace ? 

His Porter, Groom, and Steward mult haye Fees; 
And you may ſee the 7ombs, and Tow'? for leſs: 


© z Hard 
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Hard Fate of Suitors! who muſt pay,and pray 


ToLivery-ſlaves, yet oft goſcorn'd away. 


Who e'reat Barnet, or S. Allans fears 


To have his Lodging drop abour his ears, 
Unleſs a ſudden Hurricane beſal, 
Or ſuch a Wind as blew old Ne/'to Hell? 


Here we build ſlight, what ſcarce our. laſts the Leaſe, 


Without the helps of Props, and Buttreſles: 


And Houſes now adays as much require 


To be enſtr'd from Falling, as from Fire. 


Fhere Buildings are ſubſtanial, choleſs near, 


And kept with care both Wind, and Water-tight : 


There you inſafe ſecurity arebleſt, 


And noughr, but Conſcience to diſturb your Reſt, 


I am fot living where no Fires affright, 
No-Bells rung backward break my ſleep atnight : 
I ſcarce liedown, and draw my Curtains here, 
But flrait I'm rous'd by the next Houſe on Fire : 
Pale, and lialf dead with Fear, my ſelf I raiſe, 


And find my Room all oyer ina blaze: 


= 
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By this 'thas ſeiz'd onthe third Stairs, and I 
| Can now diſcern noother Remedy, 
But leaping our at Window to get free: 
Forif the Miſchief from the Cellar came, 
Be ſure the Garret is the laſt, rakes flame. 
The moveables of P——yge were a Bcd 
For him, and's Wife, a Piſs-pot by its ſide, 
A Looking-glaſs upon the Cupboards Head, 
A Comb-caſe, Candleſtick, and Pewter-ſpoon, 
For want of Plate, with Desk to write upon: . 
A Box without a Lid ſerv'd ta contain . | 
Few Authors, which madeup his Vatican : 9 
And there his own immortal Works were laid, 
On which che barbarous Mice for hunger prey'd-: 
P—— had nothing, all the world does know; 
And yet ſhould he have loſt this Nothing too, 
No one the wretched Bard would have ſuppli'd 
With Lodging, Houſe-room, or a Cruſt of Bregd, 


Q 3 But 
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Bur if the Fire burn down fome Great Man's 
Houſe, 


All ſtrait are intereſied in the loſs : 
The Court i is ſtrait in Mourning ſure enough, 
The AR, Commencement, and the Term put off: 
Then we Miſchances of the Town lamenr, 
And Faſts are kept, like Judgments to prevent. 
Our comes a Briet immediately, with ſpeed 
To gather Charity as far as Tweed. 
Nay, while 'tis burning, ſome will ſend him in 
Timber, and Stone to build his Houſe agen : 
Ochers choice Furniture : here ſome rare piece 
Of Rubens, or Pandike preſeated is: 
There a rich Suit of Morec/ack-Tapeſtry, 
A Bcd of Damask, or Embroidery : 
One gives a fiac Scritore, or Cabinet, 
Another a huge maſſie Diſh of Plate, 

Or Bag of Gold; ; thus he at length gets more 

By kind misfortiine than he had before : 
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And all ſuſpe& it for a laid Deſign, 
As if he did himſelf the Fire begin, 
Could you but beadvis'd to leave the Town, 


And from dear Plays, and drinking Friends be 
drawn, 


An handſom Dwelling might be had in Xext, 
Surrey, or Eſſex, at a cheaperRent 

Than what you'reforc'd ro give for one half year 
Tolie, like Lumber, ina Garret here : 

A Garden there, and Well, thatneeds no Rope, 
Engine, or Pains to Crane its Waters up : 

Water is there through Natures Pipes convey'd, 


For which no Cuſtom, or Exciſe is paid: 
Had I the ſmalleſt Spot of Ground, which "IM 


Would Summer half a dozen Grathoppers, 

Not larger than my Grave, tho hence remote, 

Far as St, Michaels Mount, I would go to', 

Dwell there content, and thank the Fates to boot, 
Here want of Reſt a nights more People kills 

Than all the College, and the weekly Bills: 


O 4 Where 
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Where none have privilege to ſleep, but thoſe, 


Whoſe Purſes can compound for their Repoſe : 
In vainI go to bed, or cloſe my cycs, | 
Methinks-the place the middle Region is, 


Where I lie down inStorms, in Thunder riſe: 


The reſtleſs Bells ſuch Din in Steeples keep, 


Thar ſcarce the Dead can in their Church- -yards 
ſleep: | 


Huzza's of Drunkards,Bell-mens midnight: -Rhimes, 
The noiſe of Shops, with Hawkers early Screams, 
Beſides the Brawls of Coach-men, when they meer, 
And ſtopin turnings of a narrow Streex, | 
Sucha loud Medly of confuſion make, 
As drowfic 4 ——r on the Bench would wake. | 

It you v walk out in Bus'nels ne'r fo great, 
Ten thouſand ſtops you mult expeCt to meet : 


Thick Crouds in every Place you muſt charge 
through, 


And ſtorm your Paſlage, whereſoe'r you go: 
While Tides of Followers behind you throng,” 
And, preſſing on your heels, ſhoye you along : 


Que 
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One with a Board, or Raſter hits your Head, 


Another with his Elbow bores your fide ; 
Some tread upon your Corns, perhaps in ſport; 
Mecan while your Legsare cas'd all o're with Dirt, 
Here you the March of a flow Funeral wait, 
Advancing to the Church with ſolemn State : 
There a Sedan, and Lacquies ſtop your way, 
That bears ſome Punk of Honour to the Play : 
Now you ſome mighty piece of Timber meer, 
Which cottring threatens ruine to the Street : 
Next a huge Portland Stone, for building Pauls, 
It ſelf almoſt a Rock, on Carriage rows: 
Which, if it fall, would -cauſe a Maſſacre, 
And ſerve at once to murder, and interr. 

It whatT've faid can't from the Town aftright, 
Conſider other dangers of the Night : 
When Brickbars are from upper Stories thrown, 
And emptied Chamber-pots come pouring down 
FromGarret Windows : you have cauſe to bleſs 


The gentle Stars, if you come off with Piſs : 
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So many Fates attend, a man had need, 


Ne'r walk without a Surgeon by his ſide : 
And he can hardly now diſcreet be thought, 
That does not make his Will, ere he goour. 

It this you ſcape, twenty to ene, you meet 
Some of the drunken Scowrers of the Street, 
Flaſh'd with ſucceſs of warlike Deeds perform'd, 
Of Conſtables ſubdu'd, and Brothels ſtorm'd : 
Theſe, if a Quarrel, or a Fray be miſt, 

Arc ill at caſe a nights, and want their Reſt. 

For miſchiefis a Lechery to ſome, - 

; And ſerves to make them ſleep like Laudanum, 
Yer heated, as they arc, with Youth, and Wine, 
If rhey diſcern a Train of Flamboes ſhine, 

If a Great Man with his gilt Coach appear, 


And a ſtrong Guard of Foot-boys in the rear, 

The Raſcals ſneak, and ſhrink their Heads for fear.\ 
Poor me, who uſe no Light to walk abour, 

Save what the Pariſh, or the Skies hang our, 


They 
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They value not : 'tis worth your while to hear x 


The ſcuffle, it ghat be a ſcuffle, where 
Another gives the Blows, I only bear : - 


He bids me ſtand : of force I muſt give way, 

For *twere a ſenſleſs thing to diſobey, 

And ſtruggle here, where I'd as goed oppoſe 

My ſelf to P—— and his Maſtifls looſe. 

Who's there ? he cries, and takes you by the Throar, 


Dog ! are you dumb 2 Speak quickly, elſe my Foot 
Shall march about your Buttocks: whence d'ye come, 
From what Bulk-ridden Strumpet reeking home 2 
Saving your reverend Pingpſbip, where dye ply ? 
How may one have a Fob of Lechery 2 

If youſay any thing, or hold your peace, 
Andfilently go off ; 'tis all a caſe : 

Still he lays on : nay well, if you ſcape ſo : 
Perhaps he'l clap an Aion on you too 

Of Battery : nor need he fear to meet 

A Jury to his turn, ſhall do him righc, 
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And bring himin large Damage for a Shooe 


Worn out, beſides the pains, in kicking you. 

A, Poor Man muſt expect nought of redreſs, 

But Patience: his beſt way inſuch a caſe 

Is tobe thankful for the Drubs, and beg 

| That they would mercifully ſpare one leg, 

Or Arm unbroke, and let him go away 

With Teeth enough to eat his Meat next day. 
Noris this all, which you have cauſe to fear, 


Oft:we encounter midnight Padders here: 
When the Excharges, and the Shops are cloſe, 


And the rich Tradefman in his-Counting-houſe 
To view the Profits of the day withdraws. 

Hither ia floeks from Shooters-Hi/ they come, 
To ſeek their Price, and Booty nearer home : 

Tour Purſe ! they cry ; 'tis madneſs to reſiſt, 

Or ſtrive with acock'd Piſtol ar your Breaſt : _ 
And theſe cach day foſtrong and numerous grow, 
The Town can {earce afford them Jail-room now, 


Happy 
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Happy the times of the old Feptarchy, 


Ere LonJonknew ſo much of Villany : 

Then fatal Carts through Zo/born (cldom went, 
And 7yburn with few Pilgrims was content : 

A leſs, and ſingle Priſon then would do, 

And ſery'd the City, and the County too. 

Theſe are the Reaſons, Sir, which drive me hence, 
To which I might add more; would Time diſpenſe, 
To hold you longer ; but the Sun draws low, 
The Coach is hard at hand, and I muſt go : 
Therefore, dear Sir, farewel ; and when the Town 
From better Company can ſpare you down, 
To make the Country with your Preſence bleſt, 
Then viſit your old Friend amongſt the reſt ; 
There Tl find leifure ro unlade my mind 
Of what RemarquesI now muſt leave behind : 
The Fruits of dear Expcrience, which with thele 
Improv'd will ſerve for hints, and gorices ; 

And when you write again, may be of uſe 


To furniſh Satyr for your dating Mule. 


A 
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The Drunkards Speech in a Mak, \ 


—— 
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Written in Aug. 1677. 
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YV ES, youare mighty wiſe, I warrant, mighty 


wiſe ! 


With all your godly Tricks, and Artifice, 


Who hink to chouſe me of my dear and pleaſant 
', wn. 


Hence holy Sham ! in vain your fruitleſs Toil : 


Go, and fome-unexperienc'd Fop beguile, 


To 
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Toſome raw ent'ring Sinner cant, and Whine, 


Who never knew the worth of Drunkenneſs and 
Wine. 


I've tried and proy'd, and found it all Divine: 
It is refoly'd, I will drink on, and die, 
T'll not one minute loſe, not I, 
To hear your troubleſom Divinity : 
Fill me a top-full Glaſs, I'll drink it on the Knee, 
Confuſion to the next that ſpoils good Company. 
" 
That Gulp was worth a Soul, like it, it went, 
And thorowoutnew Lite, and Vigour ſent : 
I feel it warm at once my Head, and Hearr, 
I feel it all in all, and all inevery parrt. 
Let the vile Slaves of Bug'neſs toil, and ſtrive, 
Who want the Leiſure, or the Witto live; 
While we Life's tedious journeF ſhorter make, 


And —_ thoſe Joys which they lack ſenſe ro 
rake. | | 
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Thus live the Gods'( if ought above our r ſolfes 
"there be) - Js 
They toe ſo happy Aﬀgconcern 'd,and Fay 
Like us they ſir, and wich acareleſs Brow 
LaiÞhat the petty Jars of Humane kind below: 
Like us they ſpend:their Age in gentle Eaſe, 


Like us they drink ; for what were all their Heav'n, 
alas! 


If ſober, and compell' ro want that Havpinifh | 
| :M.. *t 
Aſſt almighty Wine, for thou alone haſt Power, . 
And other l 1 invokeno more, 
Aſſiſt, while with juſt Praiſe [ thee Adore ; 
Aided.by thee, Idare chy worth rehearſe, 


#@% © =* 


In Flights above the common pitch of groveling Et 
Verſe. ** : il 


Thouart the Worlds great Soul, that heay nly 2 
Fire, - | 


Which doſt our: dull half kindled maſs inſpire. 

- We nothing gallant, at | above our ſelves produce, | 

Till chou do'ſt finiſh Man, and Reinfule, 
2 


Thow 
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Thou art the only ſource: of all, the :world 'calls - 
great, | 


Thou didſt the Poets feft.and Hh rhe Gods create: :-7 


To thee their Rage, their Heat, their Flame they : 
OWe, 


Thon runſt half ſhare with Arr, and Nature roo. 
They owe their Glory, and Renown to thee; 
'Thou giv'ſt their Verſe, and chem Eternity. 
Great Alexander, that big'ſt Word of Fame, 
That fills her Throar, and almoſt rends the ſame, 
Whoſe Valour found the World too ſtrait a Stage 
For his wide ViQories, and boundleſs Rage, 
Gor not Repute by War alone, bur thee, 

He knew, he ne'r could conquer by Sobriety, . 


And drunk as well as fought for univerſal Mo- 
narchy. 


IV. 
Pox © that lazy Claret / how it ſtays 2 
Were it again to pals the Seas ;. 
'T would ſooner bein Cargo here, 


'Tis now a long Eaſt-India Voyage, balf a year, 


P 'Sdeath! 
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; *Sdeath ! | here's a minute loſt, an Age, I mean, 


' Slipt by, and ne'r to be retriev'd again, 
For pirry ſuffer not the precious Juyce to die, 


Let us prevent our.own, and its Mortality : 
Like it,our Life with ſtanding and Sobriety is pall'd, 
And like it too, when dead, can never be recall d. 
Puſh on the Glaſs, let it meaſure out each hour, 
For eyery Sand an Health let's pour : 
Swift as the rowling Orbs above, 
And let ir to0 as regularly move; 


Swift as Heay'ns drunken red-fac'd Traveller, the 
Sun,” 


And never reſt, till his Jaſt Race be done, 
| Till time it ſelf be allrun out, and we 


Have drunk our r ſelyes into Ecernity. 


V. 
Six ina hand begin! we'll drink it twice apiece. 
A Health to all that love, and honour Vice. 


 Sixmore as oft to the great Founder of the Vine, 
| ( A God he was, I'm ſure, or ſhould have been ) 


The 
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The ſecond Father of Mankind I meant, : 


He, when the angry Pow'rs a Deluge ſent, 


When for their Crimes. our ſinful” Race was 
drown'd, ; 


The only bold, and vent rous man was dank; 


Who durſt be drunk agen, and with new Vice the 
| Warld replant. 


The mighty Patriarch 'twas of bleſſed Me. 
mory, 


Who ſcap'd in the great Wreck of. all Mortality, 


And ſtock'd the Globe afreſh with a brave drinking 
Progeny, 


In vain would ſpightful Nature us recldim, 
Who to ſmall Drink our fe thought fic to damn, 
And ſer us out o'th' reach of Wine, 


In hope ſtrair Bounds could our vaſt Thirſt Gon. 
fine. 


He taught us ficſt with Ships the Seas to roam, 
Taught us from Forein Lands to fetch ſupply, 


Rare Art | that makes all rhe wide world our 
home, | 


Makes every Realm pay Tribute to our Luxury, 


& VI. Adiey 
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- Adieu/poor tott'ring Reaſon ! tumble down ! 


This Glaſs ſhall all thy —"—_ — Powers 
.drown,:/ 


And Wiron thy caſt Ruines ſhall erect her Thronee 


Adieu, thou fond Diſturber of our Life ! 


Thar check'ſtour Joys, with all our Pleaſure artat 
ſtrife: | 


I've ſomething brisker now to govern me, 
A morecxalted noble Faculty, 
Above thy Logick, and vain boaſted Pedantry. 
Inform me, if you can, yereading Sots, what ris, 
Thar guides th' unerring Deities: 
They no baſe Reaſon to their Actions bring, 


Bur move by ſome more high, more heavenly 


ching, 
And arc without Deliberation wilc : 
Evn ſuch i iS this, at leaſt *ris much'/the ſame, 


For which dull Schoolmen neyer yet could find a 
name, 
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Call ye this madneſs? damn thar ſober Fool, 


('Twas ſure ſome-dull Philoſopher, ſome reas' _ 
Tool ) 


Who the reproachful Term did firſt devile, 
And brought a ſcandal on the beſt of Vice. 
Go, ask me, what's the rage young Prophets feel, 
When they with holy Frenzy reel: 
Drunk with the Spiritsof infus'd Divinity, 
They rave, and ſtagger, and are mad, like me. 


. VIL | 
Oh, whatan Ebb of Drink have we? 
Bring us a Deluge, fill us up the Sca, 
Let the vaſt Ocean be our mighty Cup; 
We'll drink't,and allits Fiſhes too like Loaches up. 
Bid the Canary Fleet land hire: we'llpay 
ThePFraight, and Cuſto m too defray: 
Set every mana Ship, and when the Store 


Is emptied ; let them ſtrait diſpatch, and Sail for 
more: 
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'Tis gone : and'now have at the Rhine, 


With all irs yetty Rivulets of Wine: 


| ' The or $ Forces with the Spaniſh well com- 
ine, 


We'll make their Drink too in confederaey joyn. 


*'Ware Ffance the next : this Round Baur deaux 
ſhall ſwallow, 


Champagn, Langon, and Burgundy (hall follow. - 
Quick let's foreſtal Lorain ; 

We'll ſtarve his Army, all their Quarters drain, 
And without Treaty put anend to the Campagn, 
Go, ſet the Univerle a tilt, turn the Globe up, 

Squeeze out the laſt, the ſlow unwilling Drop : 
A pox of empty Nature! ſince the World's drawn 

dry, 
Tis time we quit mortality, 
"Fis time we now give our, and die, 
Leſt weare plagu'd with Dulneſs and Sobciety. 
Beſer with Link. boys, well in triumph po 


A Troop of ſtagg'ring Ghoſts. down to the Shades 
below? 


Driitik 
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Drunk we'll march off, and reel intothe Tomb, 
Natures convenient dark Retiring-Room ; 


| And there, from Noiſe remoy'd, and all cuyultyoys 
ſtrife, 


Sleep - the dull onſgnn, and long Debauch of 
ife 


[ Tries to go off, But tumbles down, and ale 
aſleep. 


REMAINS 
$7 : > 
_ Mr. John Oldham | 


I N 


VERSE and PROSE. 


LONDON: 


Printed for Jo. Hindmarſh, at the Golden Ball ovet 
againſt the Royal Exchange in Cornhil. 1687, -» 


tt. 


—— 


will. & add yt ALS _—_—— th % " SY FO "PEST TT_R. 


ADVERTISEMENT. | 


HE Author of theſe following Poems be- 
ing dead, the Publiſher thought fit to ac- 
quaint the World, that the reafon why he expoſed 
them now. in Print, was not ſo much for his own 
Ittereſt (tho a Bookſeller that diſclaims Intereſt 
for a pretence, will no more be believed now adays, 
than a thorough paced Fanatick, that. pretends 
be makes a journey to New England purely for 
Conſcience ſuke) but for ſecurmg the reputation © 
of Mr. Oldham ; which might otherwiſe have 
ſuffered from worſe hands, and out of a deſire he 
has to Print the laſt Remains of his friend ſmce be 
had the good fortune to publiſh his firſt Pieces. 
He confeſſes that it is the greateſt piece of in- 
Juſtice to publiſh the poſthumous Works of Au- 
thors, eſpecially ſuch, that we may ſuppoſe they 
had brought to the File and ſent out with more ad- 
vantages into the World, had they not -been pre- 
vented by untimely death ; and therefore th 
you he had never preſumed to Print theſe follow- 
2 ing 


Advertiſement. 


ing Mi ſcellanies, had they not already been coun- 
 tenanced by men of unqueſtionable repute and e- 
eem.. 


He is not of the ſame perſuaſion with fevers | 


others of his own profeſſion, that never care how 
much they leſſen: the. reputation of the Poet, if 
they can but inhance the value of the Book ; that - 
ranſack the Studies of the deceaſed, and Print all 
that paſſed .1inder the Author's hands, from Fif- 
teen to. Forty, \and upwards: and (as the incons- 
parable Mr. Cowley. has expreſt it ) think a 
rude heap of ill placed Stones a. better Monu- 
ment than a neat Tomb of Marble. 
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To the Memory of 


Mr. 0 LD H A M. 


Arewel, too little and too-lately knowhs. ” © 
Whom I began to think-andscall-my%owh; 
For ſure our Souls were near ally*d; and thine 
Caſt in the ſame Poetick mould with mine. 
One common Note on either Lyre did- ſtrike, 
And Knaves and Fools we both abhorr'd alike : 
To theſame Goal did both our Studies drive, 
The laſtſer out Janes, 5 arrive. 
Thus Ni/as tell uponthe ippery place, _ * (Race. 


What could advancing Age baye added more? | 
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When Poets are by too much force betray'd, 

Thy generous fruits, though. gather'd- ere their 
prime \ >3003;\ 15 * 

Still ſhew'd a quickneſs ; and maturing time. - 

Bur mellows what we write to the dull ſweets © 
Rhime. oe, | 

Once more, hail and tarewel; farewel thou young, 

Bur ah too ſhort, Marcellus of our Tongue; _ 

Thy Brows with Ivy, and with Laurels bound ; 

But Fate and gloomy Night encompaſs thee around. 


lhe  - John Dryden. 


_ * 7 


> f d T's aye » 7 _ 
'Authort Epitaphuim. 
Ac, 6 Viator, marmore conditz 
LL Chare netumbiint Exuvie brevem 
Fiventis (0h ? fors dura)-vitam, 
Precooe 6wlum animi petentis. 
Nec prepedita'eſt Hexs celeris din, 
Quin 'Pujtulanam mille tumoribus 
 Efflorust, port iſyue wille 
, Prepes ter 'patefgeit altum. 
Muſarum Aluninas jaw T: artibas 
Inſtruftus aimis, quas, ftudio pic, 
Atque aure ' quam fid# repoſtas, © 
Oxonii colait Parentis. 
Fic quadroermis premia Filit 
Dignusrecepi, Vellera candida, 
Collar Flonorvs figna, necnon 
- Innocut fimulacraccordis. 
Sed mane montis ſumma cacumina 
 MAſcendit ardens, Pierio jugo 
Inſedit, atque errore multo 
Ipſum Helicona ſcatere wvidzt. 
Nunc para veri Flumina perſpicit, 
Nuxc mira Mundi ſemina concipit, 
Pulchraſque primevi figuras, 
In ſpeculo ſpecies creante. 
At Tu, Viator, Numina poſcito, 
Ut difſolutis reliquiis, vaga 1 
Dim mens remigret, detur-——ab ! fit 
Terra levis, placiduſque ſomnus. 


—_— 


Onthe Death of Mr. John Oldham, 
A Pindarique Paſtoral Ode. 


Ndoubrtedly 'tis thy peculiar Fate, 
Ah, miſerable 4ſtragon / 
Thou art condemn'd alone 

To bear the Burthen of a wretched Lite, 
Still in this howling Wilderneſsto roam, 
While all thy Boſom-friends unkindly go, 
And leave thee to lament them here below. 

Thy dear Alexis would not ſtay, 

Joy of thy Lite, and Pleaſure of thine Eyes, 


Dear Alexis went away 


With an invincible Surprize ; 
Th' Angel-like Youth early diflik'd this State, 
And chearfully ſubmirred to his Fate. 
Never did Soul of a Celeſtial Birth 


Inform a purer piece of Earth. 


QO that 'twere not in vain 


To wiſh whar's paſt might be rerriev'd again ! 
E Alexis, then 
Had anfres d all thy Vowsand.Pray'rs, 
And Crown'd with pregnant Joys thy ſilver Hairs, 
Loy'd to this day among the living Sons of Men. 


Thy Dotage, t 


[I. 


| And thou, my Friend, haſt left me too, 
Menalcas ! poor Menalcas ! even thou, 


A 4 


Ot 


Of whom ſo loudly Fame has ſpoke 
In the Records of her immortal Book, 
Whoſe diſregarded Worth Ages to come 
Shall wail with Indignation o'er thy Tomb. 
Worthy wert thou to live, aslongas Vice 
Should need a Satyr, thar the frantick Age 
Might tremble at the, Laſh of thy poetick Rage. 
Th' untutor'd World in after Times 
May live uncenſur'd for their Crimes, 


' Freed from the Dreads of thy reforming Pen, 


Turn to 0d Chaos once again. 
Ofall th'inſtru&tive Bards, whoſe more than Thebar 
Ro rr fcaneel 
Could ſavage Souls with manly Thoughts inſpire, 
: Menalcas worthy was to live. Fg 
Say, you his Fellow-Shepherds that ſurvive, 
Tell me, you mournful Swains, 
Has my ador'd Menalcas left behind ; 
In all theſe penſive Plains  * 
A gentler Shepherd with a braver mind : 
Which of you all did more Majeſtick Show, 
Or wore the Garland on a ſweeter Brow ? 
> FTE 
————Þur wayward 4ſtragon reſolves no more 
The Loſs of his Menalcas todeplore : | 
The place to which he wiſely is withdrawn 
Is altogether bleſt; 
There no Clouds o'erwhelm his Breaſt, 
No Midnight Cares can break his Reſt 3 
For all is everlaſting cheerful Dawn. 
The Poets Bliſs there ſhall he long poſſeſs, 
: Perfect Eaſe and ſo't Receſs ; 


The 


The treacherous World no more ſhall him deceive, _ 
Of Hope and Fortune he has taken Leave: 
And now'in mighty 'Triumph does he reign, | 
(His Head adorn'd with Beams of Light) 
Ofer the unthinking Rabble's Spite, 
And thg dull wealthy Fool's diſdain. 
Thrice happy he that dies the Muſes Friend, 
He needs no Obeliſque, no Pyramid 
His ſacred Duſt to hide ; 
He needs not for his Memory.to provide; | 
For he might well foreſee his Praiſe can never. end. 


| Thomas Flatmas. 


In Memory of the Author, 


Ake this ſhort-ſummon'd looſe unfiniſht Verſe 
Cold as thy Tomb, and ſudden as thy Herſe ; 
From my ſick Thoughts thou canſt no better crave, 
Whoſcarce drag Life, and envythee thy Grave. 
Me Phebas always faintly did inſpire, - 
And gave my narrow Breaſt more ſcanty Fire. 
My Zybla- Muſe through humble Meads ſought 
ColleCting little Sweets with mighty Toil; (Spoil, 
Yer when ſome Friend's juſt Fame did Theme afford, 
Her Voice amongſt the tow'ring Swans was heard. 
In vain for ſuch Attendance now I call, | 
* MylInk oerflows with Spleen,my Blood with Gall ; 
| Yer, 


Yet, ſweet Alexis, my Eſteem of thee 
Was equal to thy Worth and Love for me. 
Deathis thy Gain—that Thought affe&s me moſt, 
I care notwhat th ill-natur'd World has loſt. 

For Wit-with thee expir'd, how ſhall I grieve > _. 
Who grudge th' -ingrateful Age what thou didft 
The Tribute of their Verſe ler others ſend, (leave, 
And mourn the Poet gone, I mourn the Friend. 
Enjoy thy F Gola Predeceſlors come, 
Cowley and Butler to condutt thee home. 
Who'would not ( But/erceries) like me engage 
New Worldsof Wit to ſerve a grateful Age 2? 
For ſuch Rewards what Task will Authors ſhun 2? 
I pray, Sir, is my Monument begun ? 

Enjoy thy Fate, thy Voice in Anthems raiſe ; 

'So well tun'd here on Earth to our Apo/lo's Praiſe : 
Let me retire, while ſome ſublimer Pen 
Performs for thee what thou. haſt done for Homer 

and tor Bes, ' © be 

N. 7, 


On the "enſuing Poems of Mr. John Oldham, 
and the Death of his good Friend the ingenious 
Author, _ LISA Io 


Bſcure and cloudy did the.day appear, 

_# As Heaven deſign'd to blotic from the year ; 
The Elements all ſeem'd to diſagree, 

At leaſt, I'm fare, they avere at rife in me : | 
Poſleſt 


Poſleſt with Spleen, which Melancholy bred, 
When Rumor told me that my Friend was dead, 
That 0/d4ham honour'd for his carly Worth, 

Was cropt, like a ſweet Bloſſom from the Earth, 
Where late he grew, delighting every Eye 

In his rare Garden of Philoſophy. 

The fatal Sound new Sorrows did infuſe, 

And all my Griefs were doubled at the News : 

For we with mutual Arms of Friendſhip ſtrove, 

Friendſhip the true and ſolid part of Love; 

And he ſo many Graces had in ſtore, 

Thar Fame or Beauty could not bind me more. 

His Wit in his immortal Verſe appears, 

Many his Virtues were, tho'few his Y ears; 

Which were ſo ſpent as if by Heaven contriv'd, 

To laſh the Vices of the longeygiv'd. 

None was more skilful, none more learn'd than he, 

A Poet in its ſacred Quality : 

Inſpir'd above,and could command each Paſiton, 

Had all the Wit without the AﬀeCarion. 

ACalm of Nature till poſſeſt his Soul, 

No canker'd Envy.did his Breaſt controul : 

Modeſt as Virgins that have never known 

The jilting Breeding of the nauſeous Town ; 

And cafie as his Numbers that ſublime 

His lofty Strains, and beautifie his Rhime, 

Till the Time's Ignomy infpir'd his Pen, 

And rowzd the drowhie Satyr from his Den 5 

Then fluttering Fops were his Averſton ſtill, 

And felt the Power of his Satyrick Quill. 

The Spark whoſe Noiſe proclaims his empty Pate, 

Thar ſtruts along the Mall with antick Gare 
And 


And all the Phy/lu and the Chlorrs Fools. 
Were damn'd by his inveCftive Muſe in Shoals. 
Who onthe Age look'd with impartial Eyes, 
And aim'd not at the Perſon, but the Vice. 

To all true Wit he was a conſtant Friend, 
And as he well could judge, could well commend. 
The mighty Homer he with Care perus'd, 

And that great Genizs to the World infus'd ; 
Immortal Y:rgil, *and Lucretius too, 

And all the Seeds oth' Soul his Reaſon knew : 
Like Ovid, could the Ladies Hearts aſlail, 

With Horace (ing, and laſh with Javeral. 
Unskill'd in nought that did with Learning dwell, 
But Pride to know he' underſtood it well. 

Adieu thou modeſt Type of-perfe&t Man ; 

Ah, had not thy PerteCtions that began 

In Life's bright Morning been eclips'd ſo ſoon, 

We all had bask'd and wanton in thy Noon ; 

* But Fate grew-enviousof thy growing Fame, 

And knowing Heay'nfrom whence thy Genius came, 
Ailign'd thee by immutable Decree 

A glorious! Crownof: Immortality, 

Snatch'd thee from all chy mourning Friends below, 
Juſt as the Bays were: planting on thy Brow. 

Thus worldly Merithas the Worlds Regard ; 

Bur Poets in the next have their Reward ; 

And Heaven in0/dhaw's Fortuneſeem'd to ſhow, 
Ng Recompence way good enough below : 

So to prevent the Worlds ingratetul Crimes, 
Enrich'd his Mind, and bid him die betimes. 


T. Durfey. 


_— 


Onthe Death of Mr. John Oldham. 


Eark ! is it only my prophetick Fear, 
Or ſome Death's ſad Alarum that I hear ? 
By all my Doubts 'tis Oldham''s fatal Knell; 
Ic rings aloud, eternally farewel: _ 
Farewel thou mighty (exizs of our Iſle, | 
Whoſe forward Parts made all our Nation ſmile, 
In whom both Wit and Knowledge did conſpire, 
And-Narture gaz'd as it ſhe did admire 
How ſuch few years ſuch Learning could acquire: 
Nay ſeem'd concern'd that we ſhould hardly find 
So ſharp a Pen, and ſo ſerene a Mind. 
Oh then lament ; let each diſtratted Breaſt 
With univerſal Sorrow be poſlcſt. 
Mourn,mourn,ye Muſes,and your Songs give or ; 
For now your lov'd Adonis is no more. 
He whom ye tutor'd from his Infant-years, 
Cold, pale and ghaſtly as the Grave appears : 
He whom ye bath'd in your lov'd murmuring 
Stream, | 

Your daily pleaſure, and your mighty Theme 
Is now no more; the Youth, the Youth is dead, 
The mighty Soul of Poetry is fled ; 
Fled ere his Worth or Merit was half known; 
No ſooner ſeen, but in a Moment gone: 
Like to ſome tender Plant, whichrear'd with Care, 
Art length becomes moſt fragrant, and moſtfair z 


Long 


Eſteem'd ſecure from Thunder, Storm or Rain ; 
Then comes a Blaſt, and all the Work is vain. 
But Oh! my Friend, muſt we no more rehearſe 
Thy equal Numbers in thy pleaſing Verſe - 
In Love how ſoft, in Satyr how ſevere? 
In Paſſion moving, and in Rage auſtere ! 
Virgil in Judgment, Ovid in Delight, 
Anecaſie Thought with a Meoniar Flight ; 
Horace in Swectneſs, Jutenal in Rage, 
And even Biblis muſt cach Heart engage ! 
Juſt m his Praiſes, and whar moſt deſire, 
Wou'd flatter none for Greatnefs, Love or Hire ; 
Humble, though courted, and what's rare to fee, 
Of wondrous Worth, yet wondrous Modeſty, 
So far from Oftentation he did feem, 
That he was meaneft in his own Eſteem. 
Alas, young man, why wert thou made to be 
At once our Glory and our Miſery 2 
Our Mifery in loſing thee is more 
Than could thy Life our Glory be before : 
For ſhou'd a Soul celeftial Joys poſlcls, 
And ſtraight be banith'd from rhat Happineſs, 
Oh, where would be its Pleafure2 where its Gain ? 
The Bliſs once taſted but augments the Pain : 
So having once fo great a Prize in thee, 
How much the heavier muft our Sorrows be 2 
For if ſuch Flights were in thy younger Days, : 


Long does it thrive, and long its Pride maintain, : 


Whar if thou'dſt liv'd,O what had bcen thy Praiſe? 


Erernal Wreaths of never-dying Bays : 
Burt thoſe are dne already to thy Name, 


Which ftandscnro!ll'd in the Records of Fame ; 
And 


And though thy great Remains to Aſhes turn, Y, 
With laſting Praiſes we'll ſupply thy Urn, | C 
Which like Sepulchral Lamps ſhall ever burn. 

But hold ! methinks, great Shade, I fee thee rove 
Through the ſmooth Path of Plenty, Peace and 

Love ; 

Where Bey. ſalutes the firſt, o'erjoy'd to ſee 
The Youth that ſung his Fame and Memory : | 
Great Spexcey next, with all the learned Train, C 


Do greet thee in a Panegyrick Strain: 
Adonis is the Joy of all the Plain. 


Tho. Andrews. 


—— uu 


—— — 


DAMON, an ECLOGUE 
On the untimely Death of My. Oldham. 


Corydon, Alexis. 


Encath a diſmal Yew the Shepherds fate, (Fate: 
And talk'd of Damox's Muſe and Damon's 
Their mutual Lamentations gave them Eaſe ; 
For ſometimes Melancholy it ſelf does pleaſe: 
Like Philomel abandon'd to diſtreſs, 
Yetey'n their Griefs in Muſick they expreſs. 
Cor. Vil fing no more ſince Verſes want a 
Charm, | 
The Muſes could not their own Damon arm: 
At 


At leaſt Tl! touch this uſeleſs Pipe no more; 
Unleſs, like Orpheus, I could Shades reſtore. 

A. Rather, like Orpheus, celebrate your Friend, 
And with your Muſick Hell itſelf ſuſpend : 

Tax Proſerpine of Cruelty and Hate, 
And ſing of Damon's Muſe, and Damor's Fate. 

C. When Damon ſung, he ſung with ſuch a Grace; 
Lord, how the very London-brutes did gaze ! 
Sharp was his Satyr, nor allay'd with Gall; 

*T was Rage, *twas generous Indignation all. 
- 4A. Oh had he liv'd, and toPerteCtion grown, 
Not like Marce/lus, only to be ſhown ; 
He would have charm'd their Sence a nobler way; 
Taught Virgins how tofigh, and Prieſts to pray. 
- C. LerPricſtsand Virgins then to him addreſs, 
And in their Songs their Gratitude expreſs, 
While we that know the Worth of caſic Verſe, 
Secure the Laurel to adorn his Herfe. (wear, 

A. Codrus, you know,. that ſacred Badge does 

And/twere injurious nor to leave it there ; 
But fince no Merit can ſtrike Envy dumb, 
Do you with Baccar, guard and prace his"Tomb. 

C. While: you (dear Swain) with unaffected 
Majeſtick, ſad, and ſuited to the Time, + (Rhime, 
His Name to future Apes conſecrate, | 
By praiſing of his Muſe, and mourning of his Fate. 

A. Alas, I never. muſt pretend tothis, 

My Pipe ſcarce knows a Tune bur whar is his : 
Let future Ages then for Damon's fake, 
From his own Works a juſt 17a take. 


And from his mcanett part his Size be known. 
C. Twill be your Duty then to ſet it down. '). 
'\A Once and but once(ſo Heaven and Fate ordain) 
I mer the gentle Youth upon the Plain, , + 
Kindly, cries he, if You Alekis be; » 
And though [ know you not you muſt he be ; 
Too long already we have Strangers been, 
This Day, atleaſt; our F riengſhip muſt begin. 
Let Buſineſs, that peryerle Intruder, | wait, | 
To be above it is poetical and. great. 
Then with-Aſyrian Nard our Heads did ſhine, 
While rich Sa4&an Spice exalts the Wine; 
' Which to ajuſt Degree our Spirits fir'd ; lighd'? 
But he was by a greater Gog.inſpir'd:, - | 
Wir was the Theme, which he fg well deſcribe, 
With Modeſty unuſual co his Tribe. | 
But as with ominous Doubts, and aking-Heart, {/ 
When Lovers after firſt Enjoyment-part, ; 
Not half content; for this was but a Taſte, =. 


Vet then, bat like Alcides hell be ſhown, : 


And wond'ring how the Minutes flew o faſt, 
They vow a Friendſhip that ſhall ever laſt. 
So we but oh how. mucham I accurs'd!' 


To think that this laſt Office-is my firſt. 


W-:3n3.s Occahned 


_— —_—_— 
— 


|  Occajumed by the preſent Edition of the 
enſuing Pgems, and the Death of the 
ingemons Author. 


Urs'dbe the day when firſt this Godly Ifle 
Vike Books, and uſeleſs thinking did defile. 
In Greek and Latin-Bogs our Time we waſte, 
When-all is Pain and Wearineis at beſt : 
Mountainsof Whims and Doubts we travel o'er, 
While treacherous Fancy dances etbetore : 
Pleas'd with our Danger ſtill we ſtumble on, | 
Too late repent, antHare too foon undone. 
| Let Bodley now in its own ruins lie, 
|'* By th' common Hargman burnt for Hereſie. 
Avoid the naſty /earned duſt, *rwill breed 
_ Plaguesrthan ever Jakes or Dunghils did. 
' The want of Dulneſfs will the World undo, 
'Tis Learning makes us mad and Rebels roo. 
Learning, a Jilt which while we do enjoy, 
Slily our Reft and Quiet: ſteals away 3 
* "Thar greedily the Blood of Youth receives, 
And nought bur Blindnels and a Dotage gives. 
Worſe than the Pox, vr ſcolding Woman fly 
The awkward Madneſs of Philoſophy. 
That Bedlam Beſs,s Religion never more 
Phantaſtick, pie-ball'd, antick Dreſſes wore : 
Opinion, Pride, Moroſenelſs gives a Fame ; 
*Tis Folly, chriſten'd witha modiſh Name. 


Lct 


Let dull Divinity no more delight ; 

Ir ſpoils the Man, and makes an Hypocrite, 

The chief Profeſlors to Preferment fly, 

By Cringe and Scrape, the baſeſt $imony. - 

The humble Clown will beſt the Goſpel reach; 

And inſpir'd Ign'rance ſounder DoCtrines preach: _ 

A way to Heaven mere Nature well does ſhew, 

Which reaſoning and Diſputes can never know: 

Yet ſtill proud Tyrant Sexce in Pomp appears, 

And claims a Tribute of full threeſcore Years. 

Sew'd in a Sack, with Darknefs circl'd round, . 

Each man muſt be with Snakes and Monkeys drown'd. 

Laborious Folly, and compendious Art, | | 

To waſte that Life whoſe longeſt Date's roo ſhort; 

Laborious Folly, to wind up with Pain 

What Death unravels ſoon, 'and renders vain. 

We blindly hurry of in Myſtick ways, 

Nor wiſely tread the Paths of ſolid Praile. | 

There's nought deſerves one precious drop of). 

Bur Poetry, the nobleſt Gifr of Fate, (ex 

Which after Death does a more laſting Life beger. Y; - 

Not that which ſudden, frantick Heats produce, 

Where Wine and Pride, not Heaven, ſhall raiſe the 

Mule. | 

Not that ſmall Stock which does Tranſlators make z 

That Trade poor Bankrupr-Poeraſters take : 

Burt fuch, when God his Fiat did exprefs, 

And powerful Numbers wrought an Univerſe. 

Withſuch great David tyn'd his charming Lyre, 

Thar even Sax/ and Madyeſs could admire. 

With fuch Great O/dhaws bravely did excel, + |, 

Thar David's Eamentationſung ſo. well. - F, 
B 2 _ Oldham! 


Oldham the Man that could with Judgment write, 
Our Oxford's Glory, and'the World's Delight. 
Sometimes in boundlels keeneſt Satyr.bold, ., 
Sometimes as fotr as thoſe Love-tales he rold. 
That Vice could praiſe, and Virtue too diſgrace; 
The firſt Exce/s of Wir that e'cr did pleaſe. | 
Scarce Corley ſuch Pindarique ſoaring kriew, 
Yetby his Reader (ti]l was kept in view. 
His kancy;like Fove's Eaple liv'd above, 
And-bearing Thunder ſtill would upward move. - 
Oh noble Kingſton ! had thy lovely Gueſt »: , 
Wirha large ſtock of Youth and Life been bleſt ;. 
Not all thy-Greatneſs; or'thy Verrues ſtore- 
Had ſurer*Comforts been, or pleaſed thee-more.” _ 
Bur Oh ! thedateis ſhort at. mighty Worth, 
And Anpets never tarry.long on Earthi':...* 

His ſoul, the&bright, the pure Erherial Fkime 
Tothoſe lov'd: Regions flew, from whence it came. 
And fpight'of what Mankind had long beliey'd, 
My Creed ſays only Poets can be ſav'd. 

. - That God has only fora number ſtaid,... 
To iloprhe!breach, which Rebel Angels made. 
For none their ablence can {o well ſupply 3, 
They arcall o'r Seraphick Harmony. 
Then; and.nor thattill chen che Warld {hall burn 


And its baſe Drols, Mankind their fortune mourn; 
While al} ro thezjr old nothing quick return. - 
The peevith Cricick then ſhall be aſham'd, 

 Aad tor his $4ns of Vanity /be damn'd, 


Oxon, Ma Y the 26th; I 68.4. 7. Wood. 


© — ——_ 


On the Death of MF. Oldham, 


bs A PASTORAL 


(Y) the Remains of an old blaſted Oak, 
Unmindtul of himſelf Menalcas lean'd ; 
He ſought not now in heat the ſhades of Trees, 
Bur ſhun'd the flowing Rivers pleaſing bank. 
His Pipe and Hook lay ſcatter'd on the Graſs : 
Nor fed his Sheep together on the Plain, 

_ Lett ro themſelves they wandred our art large. 
In this Lamenting ſtate Young Corydoz 

(His Friend and Dcar Companion of his Hour) 
Finding Menalcas, asks him thus the Cauſe. 


Corydon. 


Thce have I ſought in every ſhady Grove, 
By purling Streams, andincach private Place, 
Where we'have us'd to ſitand talk of Love. 
Why dolI find thee leaning on an Qak, 

By Lightning blaſted and by Thunder rent ? 


What curſed Chance has turn'dthy cheartul Mind > 


And why wilt thou have woes unknown to me? 
Bur I would Comfort and not chide my Friend : 
Tell me thy Grief, and let me bear a Parr. 


B 3 _  Menalcas. 


— 


”. 


- 


- RE IHEUM UW "1 


Young 4ftrophel is dead, Dear 4ſtrophel, + 

He that could Tune fo well his charming Pipe: 
To hear whoſe Lays Nymphs left their Cryſtal 

—_— IO 

The Fawxs and Dryades forſook the Woods, 

And hearing, all were ravith'd : Switteſt Streams 
with-held their Courſeto hear the Heavenly Sound, 
And murmur'd, whenby following Waves preſt on, 
The following Waves forcing their Way to hear. 
Ofc the Fierce wolf purſuing of the Lamb, 
Hungry and wildly certain of his Prey, 
Left the Purſuit rather than loſe the Sond 

Of his alluring Pipe: The Harmleſs Lamb 

Forgot his Nature and forſook his Fear, 

Stood by the Wolf and liſtned to the Sound. 

He could command* a general Peace ad Nature 

would obey. | 

This Youth, this Youth is dead, the ſame Dilcaſe, 
Thar farricd ſweet Orinda from the World, 

Scizd upon Aftrophel : Oh Ler theſe Tears 
Be offer'd to the Memory of my Friend, 
And Let my Spcech give way a while to Sighs..' 


Corydon. 
i 
Weep on Menalcas, for his Fate requires 
The T«ars of all Mankind : General the Lofs, 
And General he the Grief, except by Fame 
I knew him not bur ſurely this is he, 


WhoSung lcarn'd *Collin's, or great *Xigon's * outer E 
Prailc ? Fala Non, : 
Dead ere he liv'd, yet have new Life from * 
him. 7 
Did he not mourn lamented *Bzox's Death; * R:chefter. 
In Verſe equal ro what Boz wrote ? 


Menalcas. 


Yes this was he (.oh that I fay he was) 

Hethar could fing the Shepherds deeds fo well, 
Whether to praiſe the Good he rturn'd hisPen, , 
Or laſht the egregious Folly of rhe Bad, 

In both he did excell. : 
His happy genius bid him take the Pen, 

And dictated moxefaſt than he could write, 
Sometimes becoming Negligence adorn'd 

His Verſe, and Nature ſhew'd they were her own, 
Yet Art he us'd, where Art could uſeful be, 

Bur ſweated not to be correttly dull. 


 - orydo. 


Had Fate allow'd his Life a longer thread, 
Adding Experience to that wondrous Fraught 
of Youthful Vigor, how would he have wrote ! 


Menalcas. 


We wiſh for Lite, not thinking of its Cares, 
I mourn his Death, the loſs of ſuch a Friend: 


Bur for himſelf he dyed.in the beſt Hour, | 
B 4 AnJ 


-And carryed with him ev'ry mans Applauſe, 
Youth meets not with DerraCtions blotting hand, 
Nor ſutters ought trom Enyy's canker'd Mind. 

Had he known Age, he would have ſeen the World, 
-Pur on its uglieſt bur its trueſt Face : 

Malice had watch'd the Droppings of his Pen, 
And ignorant Youths, who would for Criticks paſs, 
Had chrown their ſcornful Jeſts upon his Vene, 
And cenſur'd what they did not underſtand, 

Such was notmy Dear 4/trophel: he's dead, 

\And I ſhall quickly tollow him, whar's Death, 

But an eternal Siecp without a Dream £ 

Wrapt in a laſting Darkneſs, and exempt 

From Hope and Fear, and cv'ry idle Paſſion, 


Corydon. 


See thy Complaints have mov'd the pitying Skies, 
They mourn the Death of 4/trophel in Tears. 

'Thy Sheep rerurn'd from ſtraying, round they gaze, 
And wonder at thy mourning: Drive them Home, 
And tempt thy troubled mind wich caſing Sleep. 
To Morrow chearful Light may give thee Comtort. 


To 


To theMemorrof 
Mr.FOHN OLDHAM. 


B* T that 'tis dangerous for Man to be 
Too buſie with Immurable Decree, 
I could, dear Friend, ev'n blame thy cruel Doom, + 
Thar lent ſo muoh, to be requir'd ſo ſon : 
The Flow'rs, in which the Meads arc dreſt fo gay,)!. 
Alrho' they are ſhort liv'd, they live a Day 3 : 
Thou, in the Noon of Life werrt ſnatch't away : Y, 
Though nor.betore thy Verſe had Wonders ſhown, 
And bravely ade the Age to come thine own! 
The Company 6: Beauty, Wealth, and Wine, 
Were not ſo charming, notſo ſweet as thine ; 
They quickly periſh; yours was ſtill the ſame, . 
An Everlaſting, buta Lambent Flame; 
Which ſomething fo reliſtleſs did impart, 
Ic ſtill through ey'ry Ear, won ev'ry Heart: 
Unlike the Wretch that ſtrives to get Eſteem, 
Nay, thinks it fine and Janty to blaſpheme, : 
And can be witty on no other Theme: 
Ah Fooliſh men, (whom thou did'ſt ſtill deſpiſe) 
That muſt be wicked to be counted wile! 
Burthy Converſe was from this Errour free ; 
And yet, 'twas ev'ry thing true Wit canbe: 
None had it, but, evn with a Tear, does own, 
The Soul of dearSociety is gone. 

But 


But while we thus thy Native Sweetneſs ſing, 
Weouphrnot ro forget thy Native Sting : 
Thy Satyr ſpar'd no Follies, nor no Crimes; 
Satyr ! the beft Reformer of the Tithes ! 
How wide ſhoot they; that ſtrive to blaſt thy Fame, 
By faying, that thy Vetſe was rough and lame 2 
"They would have Sityr their Compaſſion move, 
And writſoplyant, nicely, and ſoſmooth, 
As if the Muſe were ina Flux of Love: 
But whoof Knaves, and Fops, and Fools would 
Muſt Fotce,and Fire;and Indignation bring; | (ing 
For 'ris no'Satyr, if it has no Sting : 
In ſhort, who in that Field would Famous be, 
Muſt think, and write like Juvena/and Thee: 
| Lerothers boaſt of all the Mighty Nine, 
To, make their Labours with more Luſtre ſhine; * 
I never had no other Muſe bur Thee ; 
Ev'n thou wertall the Mighty Nine to me: 
- *Twasthy dear Friendſhip did my Breaſt inſpire, 


And warm'd it firſt with a Poetick Fire; 

Bur *tisa'warmrth that does with Thee expire: 

For when the Sun isſet that guides the Day, 
The Traveller muſt ſtop, orloſe his way. 


Robert Gould. 
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"COUNT ERPART 
"TOTHE 


SATYR againſt and TOE. 
In Perſon of the Author. '.,;. 1; 


I: 
| Ardon meg: Vertue, -whatſocer thoy/atr 
(For (urc thou of the God-head art apart, 
Andalltchatis ot him-muſt be -; -- ': | 
} 2:1 The: very Deity.) 


Pardon, if 1 in:ought did TIIRens: 

"Or injure thy:pure Sacred Name, ., - 
Mito unfcign'd Repentangs;:Braycrs wo Vows, 
The beſt Aranement-of my; penicent humble Muſe, 


| Thebelt char Heaven requires, or: Mankind can pro- 
(duce. 


Allm my Attempts hereafrer ſhall ac thy Deyorion be, 
Ready to conſecrats my Ink and very Blood 1 ro thee: 


Forgive me, ye bleſt Souls thar dwell above, © 
woe 


gar” - 


* - mY 


2 Counterpart to 


Where you by itsreward the worth of Vertue prove, 


Forgive ut yau can do 5 who know no Paſſion now 
| (but Love. 


And you unhappy happy few, 
| Who ſtrive with Life, and Humane Milerjes below, 


Forgive me too, 
If Lin ought diſparag'd them, 6relle FOO" d you, 


1. 


Bleſt Vertue ! whoſe Almighty Power 
| . Does toour fallen Race reſtore 
All that in Paradiſe we loſt, and more, 
Lifts us to Heaven, and makes us be 
The Heirs and Imape of the Deity. | 
Soft gentle Yoak! which none bur-reſty Fools refuſe, 
Which before treedom 1 would over chuſe. 
Eaſie are all the Botids that are impos'd by —_ ; 
Eaſie as thoſe of Lovers are, 
(If 1 with ought leſs pure may thee compare) 
. Nox dothey force, but only ouide our Liberty : 
By ſuch ſoft Ties are Spirits above confin'd ; 


The Satyr againſk Svtme. 3 


So gentle is the Chain which them to-Good does 
(bind. 


Sure Card, whereby this frail and totr' ring Bark we 
(ſteer 


| 


Thro' Life's rempeſtuous Occan here ; ; 
Thro' all the toſling. Waves of Fear, | | 
And dangerous Rocks of black Deſpair. 
Safe in thy Conduct unconcern'd we maye, 
- Secure from all the theeatning Storms that blow, 
| From all Attacks of Chance below, 
And reach the certain Haven of Felicity above. 
® I. . 
Beſt Miſtris of a our Souls! whole a Regu- 
And arc,by very Age increaft, (cies —_—_ 
By whichall other. Glories arc defac'd-:- - 
Thou'rt thy own Dowry,..and a greater far 
Than All theRace of Woman:kind Cer brought, 
Tho'cachofthem like the firſt Wife were iranghr, 
And half the Univerſe did for her Portion ſhare. 
| That tawdry Sex, which giddy ſenſeleſs we 
Thro' Ignorance ſo vainly Deific, 
| | Arc 


4. 5. Counterpart to 
Areall-but glorious Brutes when un-endowed with 
Tis Vice alone,the truer Jilr,and worſe. (thee. 

In whoſe Enjoyment cho* we find 
A flirting Pleaſure, yet it leaves behind 

A Pain and Torture in the Mind, 


And claps the wounded Conſcience with incurable 
Remorfe, - Kind. 


. | Orelſe betrays us to the oreat Trepans of Humane 


IV. 


Tis Vice;the greater Thraldom, harder Drudgery, 
Whereby depoſing Reaſon from its oendfe Sway,” 
''(Thar rightful Sovercign which we ſhould obey) 
"We indergo a various' Tyranny, f 
And toun:number'dervile Paſſions Homage pay. 
Theſe with AEzyp7zan Rigor us cnſlave, 
. And govern with:unlimited command ; 
They make vs endleſs Toil purſue, 
And ſtill their doubled Tasks renew, 
To puſhon our too haſty Fate, and build our Grave, 
Or which is worle,to Keep us from the Promis'd Land. 
w Nor 
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Nor may we think our Freedom to retrieve, 


We ſtruggle with our heavy Yoak in vain: 
In vain we ſtrive to break that Chain, 
' —» Unleſsa Miracle relieve; 
Unleſs th' Almighty Wand enlargement give, 
We never mult expect Delivery, 
Till Death,the univerſal Writ of Eaſe,does fetus "WM 


V. 


Some ſordid Avarice in Vaſlallage confines, 
Like Reman Slaves condemn'd to th' Mines 5 
; | Theſeare in its harſh Bridewel laſh'd and puniſhed, 
And with hard Labour ſcarce cancarn their Bread. 
Others Ambition, that Imperious Dame, 
Expoſes cruelly, like Gladiators, here 
Upon the World's Great Theatre. 
Thro' Dangers and thro' Bload they wade to Fame, 
To purchaſe grinning Honour and an empty Name, 
And ſome by Tyrant-Luſt are Captive led, 
And with falle Hopes of Pleaſure fed; 
| C Till 


6 Counterpart to 


"Till tir'd with Slavery to their own Deſires, 


Life's o'er-charg'd Lamp goes out, and in a Snuff cx- 
$ = (pires. 


VI. 


Conſider we the little Arts of Vice, 
The Stratagems and Artifice 
Whereby ſhe does attract her Votaries: 
All thoſe Allurements and thoſe Charms 
Which pimp Tranſpgreſſors to her Arms, 
Are but foul Paint, and counterfeit Diſguile, 
To palliate her own conceal'd Deformities, 
And for falſe empty Joys betray us to true ſolid 
In vain ſhe would her Dowry boaſt, (I 
Which clog d with Legacies we never gain, 
But with unvaluable Coſt ; 
Which ot we never can retain ; 
Bur muſt the greateſt part be loſt, 


To the great Bubbles, Ape or Chance, again. 


'Tis vaſtly over-balanc'd by the Joynture which we 
make, 


In which our lives, our ſouls, our All is ſet at ſtake. 
Like 


The Satyr againſt Virtue. # 
Like filly Indians, fooliſh we = 
With a known Cheart, a loſing Traffick hold, 
Whilſt led by an ill-judging Eye, 
W' admire a trifling Pageantry, 
And merchandize our Jewels and our Gold, 
For worthleſs Glaſs and Beads,ot an Exchange's Frip- 
pery. 
If we a while maintain th* expenſive Trade, 
Such mighty Impoſt on the Cargo's laid, 
Such a vaſt Cuſtom to be paid, cour, 
We're forc'dat laft like wretched Bankrupts to give 


Clapt up by Death, and in Ecernal Durance ſhut. 
VII. 


What art thou,Fame, for which ſo eagerly we ſtrive? 
What art thou but an empty Shade 
By the RefleCtion of our Aftions made? 


Thou, unlike others, never follow'ſt us alive; 
Bur, like a Ghoſt, walk'ſt pnly after we are dead. 


C 2 Poſt- 


% 


8 2133 Counterpart to 
Poſthumous Toy !- vain after-Legacy ! 
| Which only ours can be, 
When we our ſelves no more are we! 
Fickle as vain | who doſt on vulgar Breath depend, 
Which we by dear Experience find | 


More changeable, more veering than th' uncon- 
{tant Wind, 


What art thou, Gold, that cheat'ſt the Miſer's eyes ? 
Which he- does ſo devoutly idolize; 

For whom he all his Reſt and Eaſe does ſacrifice 
'Tis Uſe alone can all thy Value give, 

And he tron that no Benefit can Cer receive. 

Curſt Mineral! ncar Neighb'ring Hell begot, 


Which all th Infection ot thy damned Ncizhbour- 
hood haſt brought. 


Thou Bawd to Murthers,Rapes & Treachery, 
And cvery greater Name of Villany ; 
From thce they ail derive their Stock and Pedigree. 


Thou the lewd Worlc. with all its crying Crimes 


doft ſtore, . 
And hardly. wilt allow the Devil the cauſe of more. 
And 


The Satyr againſt #irtue. *9 
And what is Pleaſure which docs moſt beguile? 


That Syren which bctrays us with a flattering 
Smile, 


We liften to the treacherous Harmony, 
Which ſings but our own Obſequy. 
The Danger unperceiy'd till Death draw nigh; 


Till drowning we want Pow'r to leap the fatal 
Enemy. : 


VIIL 


How frantick is the wanton Epicure [ | 

Who a perpetual Surſeit will endure? | E 

Who placcs all his chicteft Happineſs": © +? 
In the Extravagancies of Exceſs, 

Which wiſe Sobricty eſtcems bur a Diſeaſe 

O mighty envied Happineſs to cart! 7 

Which fond miſtaken Sots call Great !. 

Poor Frailty of our Fleſh! which we cach day - 


Muſt thus repair for fcar of ruinous decay ! 


- Degrading of our. Nature, where vile Brutes are 


To make and keep up Man'! ({ain 


C; Which, - 


io © | Counterpart to 
Which, when the Paradiſe above we gain, 


Heav'n thinks too great an ImperfeCtion to retain! 
By each Diſeaſe the ſickly Joy's deſtroy'd; 

Ar every Meal it's nauſeous and cloy'd, 
Empty at beſt, as when in Dream enyjoy'd ; 
When, cheated by a {lumbering Impoſture, we 
Fancy a Feaſt, and great Regalio's by ; 

And think we taſte, and think we ſee, 


And riot on imaginary Luxury. 
IX. 


Grant me, O Virtue, thy more ſolid laſting Joy ; 
Grant me the better Pleaſures of the Mind, 
Pleaſures, which only in purſuit of thee we find, 


Which Fortune cannot marr, nor Chance deſtroy. 


One Moment in thy bleſt Enjoyment is 
Worth an Eternity of that tumultuous Bliſs, 
Which we derive from Senſe, 
Which often cloys, and mult reſign to Impotence. 
Grant me but this, how will I _— in my happy 


State? 
Aboye 


The Satyr againſt Virtue, 171 

Above the Changes and Reverſe of Fate; 

Above her Favours and her Harte. 

I'll fcorn the wortbleſs Treaſures of Pers, 

And thoſe of t' other Indies too. (Fame, 

Fll pity Cz/ar's ſelf with all his Trophies and his 

And the vile brutiſh- Herd of Epicurescontemn, 

And all the Under-ſhrieyalties of Life not worth a 

Nor willI only owe my Bliſs, Om 
Like others, to a Multitude, 

Where Company keeps up a forced Happineſs ; 
Should all Mankind ſurceaſe to live, 

And none but individual I ſurvive, 

Alone I would be happy, and enjoy my Solitude. 
Thus ſhall my Life in pleaſant Minutes wear, 
Calm as the Minutes of the Evening are, 
And pentle as the motions of the upper Air; 
Soft as my Muſe, and unconfin'd as ſhe, 

When flowing in the numbers of Pindarique liberty, 
And when I ſee pale gaſtly Death appear, 


Thar grand inevitable Teſt which all muſt bear, 
\” SY Which 


12 * Counterpart to 
Which beſt diſtinguiſhes the bleſt and wretched 


here ; 
(tiny, 
[11 ſmile at all irs Horrors, court my welcome De- 


And yield my willing Soul up in an caſe Sigh ; 
. And Epicures that ſee ſhall envy and confeſs, 


That I, and thoſe who dare like me be good, the 
chiefeſt Good poſſeſs. 


( 13) 


Frg. ECLOGUE VIIL. 


The Enchantment. 


Poet, Damon, Alpheas, Speakers, 


Amon and Alphexs, the wo Shepherds Strains 
I mean to tell,and how they charm'd the Plains. 
Ill tell their charming Numbers which the Herd, 
Unmindful of their Graſs, in Throngs admir'd, 
At which fierce Savages aſtoniſh'd ſtood, 
And every River ſtopt its liſt'ning Flood. 
' For you, Great Sir, whether with Cannons Roar 
You ſpread your Terror to the Zo//and Shore, 
Or with a gentle and a ſteady hand | 
In Peace and Plenty rule your Native Land. 
Shall ever that auſpicious Day appear, 


When I your glorious Actions ſhall declare ? 


Ic 


14 Virg. Ecl. VIII. 


It ſhall, and I throughout the World rehearſe 
Their Fame, fit only for a Spencer's Verſe. 

With you my Muſe began, with you ſhall end : 
Accept my Verſe that waits on your Command 3 
And deign this Ivy Wreath a place may find 


Among the Laurels which your Temples bind. 


(drew, 
*I 'was at the time that Night's cool ſhades with- 


And left the Graſs all hung with pearly Dew ; 

When Damoy, leaning on his Oaken Wand, 

Thus to his Pipe in gentle Lays complain'd. 
D. Ariſe, thou Morning, and drive on the Day, 

While wretched 1 with fruitleſs words inveigh 

Againſt falſe Ni/a, while the Gods I call 

With my laſt Breath, tho' hopeleſs to avail, 

Tho' they regard not my Complaints art all. 
Strike up my Pipe, play me in tuneful Strains 
What I heard ſung on the Mznalian Plains. 

Menalus ever has its warbling Groves, 

And talking Pines, it ever hears the Loves 


Virg. Ecl. VIIE. t5 


Of Shepherds, and the Notes of Mighty Pay, 
The firſt that would not let the Reeds untun'd re- 
Strike up my Pipe, play me in tuneful Strains (nent. 
What I heard ſung on the Mznalian Plaizs. 
Mopſus .weds Niſa, Gods! what Lover e&'er 
Need after this have reaſon to deſpair 2 
Griffins ſhall now leap Mares, and the next Age 
The Deerand Hounds in Friendſhip ſhall engage. 
Go, Mopſus, get the Torches ready ſoon ; 
Thou, happy Man, muſt have the Bride anon. 
Go, Bridegroom, quickly, the Nut-ſcramble make, 
The Evening-ſtar quits Oeta for thy ſake. 
Strike up my Pipe, play me in tuneful Strains 
What I heard ſung on the Mznalian Plains. 
How fitly art thou match'd who waſt fo nice! 
Thou haughty Nymph who did'ſt all clſc deſpiſe! 
Who lighr'ſt fo ſcorntully my Pipe, my Herd, 
My rough-grown Eye-brows,and unſhaven'Beard, 
And think'{t no God does mortal things regard. 
Strike up my Pipe, play me in tuneful Strains 
What Theard ſung on the Mznalian Plains. 


16 Fire. Ecl. VIIL. 


I ſaw thee young, and in thy Beauty's Bloom, 
To gather Apples with thy Mother, come, 
'Twas in our Hedge-rows, I was there with Pride, 
To ſhew you to the beſt, and be your Guide. 
Then I juſt entring my twelfth Year was found, 
I then could reach the tender Boughs from ground. 
Heav'ns! when I ſaw, how ſoon was I undone 
How to my heart did the quick Poyſon run! 
Strike up my Pipe, play me in tuneful Strains 
What I beard ſung os the Mxnalian Plains. 
Now I'm convinc'd what Love is; the cold North 


Sure in its craggy Mountains brought him forth, 
Or Africk's wildeft Defarts-gave him Birth, 
Amongſt the Cannibals and Savage Race ; 


He never of our Kind, or Country was. 
Strike up my Pipe, play me in tuncſul Strains 
What I heard ſung on the Mznalian Plains. 
Dire Love did once a Mother's Hand embrue 
In Childrens Blood ; a cruel Mother, thou ; 


Hard 'tis to fay of both which is the worſt, 


The cruel Mother, or the Boy accurſt, Hz: 


| lrg. Ecl: VIE. ( 
He a curſt Boy, a cruel Mother thou; 
The Devil a whit to chuſe betwixt the two. 


Strike up my Pipe, play me in tuneful Strains 


What T heard ſung on the Mznalian Plains. 


7 


Let Wolves by Nature ſhun the Sheep-folds now : 


On the rough Oaks let Oranges now grow : 
Let the coarſe A/ders bear the Daffadil, 
And coſtly Amber from che Thorn diſtill: 


Let Owls match Swans, let Tyt'rus Orpheus be, 


In the Woods Orphews, and Arion on the Sea. 


Strike up my Pipe, play me in tuneful Strains 


4 hat IT heard ſung on the Mznalian Plains. 


Let all the World turn Sca, ye Woods adieu ! 


To fome high Mountzin's trop I'll get me now, 


And thence my ſel! into the Waters throw. 


There quench my Flames, and let the cruel She 


Accept this my laſt dying Will and Legacy. 


Ceaſe now my Pipe, ceaſe now thoſe warbling Strains 


Which I heard ſung on th: Manalian Plains. 


This 


as VYVog. Ecl. VIIL 


This Damos's Song 3 relate ye Muſes now 
Alphews Reply: All cannot all things do. 


A. Bring Holy Water, ſprinkle all around, 
And fee theſe Altars with ſoft Fillers bound : 
Male-Frankincenſc, and juicy Vervain burn, 

Tl try if I by Magick force can curn 
My ſtubborn Love: Tl try if I can fire (hary, 
His frozen Breaſt : Nothing but Charms are wanting 

Bring Daphnis from the Town, ye Magick Charms ; 

Bring home lov'd Daphnis to my longing Arms. 
Charms in her wonted Courſe can ſtop the Moon, 
And from her well-fix'd Ocb .can call her down. 
By Charms the mighty Circe ( we are told ) 
Ulyſſes fam'd Companions chang'd of old. 

Snakes, by the Vertne of Enchantment forc'd, 
Ofr in the Meads with their own Poyſon burſt. 


Bring Daphnis from the Town, ye Magick Charms; 


Bring home lov'd Daphnis to my longing Arms. 


Fir, 
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Firſt, theſe three ſeyeral Threads I compaſs round 
Thy Image, thus in Magick Fetrers bound : 
Then round theſe Altars thrice thy Image bear: 
Odd Numbers to the Gods delightful are. 
Bring Daphnis from the Town, ye Magick Charms, 
Bring home lovd Daphnis to my longing Arms. 


Go tye me in three knots three Ribands now, 

And let the Ribands be of diff*rent Hue : 

Go, Amaryllis, tye them ſtrait, and cry, 

Art the fame time, © They're true-love-knors, I tye. 
Bring Daphnis from the Town, ye Magick Charms, 
Bring home lov'd Daphnis to my longing Arms. 


Look how this Clay grows harder, and look how 
With the ſame Fire this Wax doth ſofter grow; 

So Daphnis, let him with my Love do fo. | 
Strow Meal and Salt ( for ſo theſe Rites require ) 
And fer the crackling Laurel Boughs on fire: 


This naughty Daphnis ſets my Breaſt on flame, 


And I this Laurel burn in Daphris Name, 


Bring 


ZO Virg. Ecl. VI. \ 
Bring Daphnis from the Town, ye Magick Charms, 
Bring home Iov/d Daphnis to my longing Arms. 


As a poor Heifer, wearicd in the Chaſe, 


Of ſecking her lov'd Steer trom place to place.” 
Thro' Woods, thro' Groves, thro' Arable,and Walt, 
On ſome oreen River's bank lics down art laſt: 
There Lows her Moan, deſpairing, and forlorn, 
And, tho” belated, minds not to return: 
Let Daphnis's Caſe be ſuch, and let not me 
Take any Care to givea Remedy. 

: Bring Daphnis from the Town, ye Magick Charms, 

Bring home lov'd Daphnis to my longing Arms. 


Theſe Garments erlt the faithleſs Traitor leſt, 

Dear Pledges of his Love, of which I'm rett: 

| Beneath the Threſhold theſe I bury now, 

In thee, O Earth; theſe Pledges Daphnis owe, 
Bring Daphnis from the Town, ye Magick Charms, 
Bring home lov'd Daphnis to my longing Arms. 


Of 


 Prrg. Eel. VIIL +3 
Of MzrisT theſe Herbs and Poyfons had, - © 
From Pontus brought: in Pontus ſtore are bred: 
With theſe I've oft ſeen Meris Wonders do; Poms 
Turn himſelf Wolf, and ro the Foreſt go: | 
I've often ſeen him Fields of Corn difplace, (raiſe 
From whence they grew,andGhoſts inCharch-yards 
Bring Daphnis from the Town, ye Magick Charms, 


Bring home lov d Daphnis to my longing Arms. 


Go, Maid, go, bear the Aſhes out at door, 
| (pour, 


And them forthwith into the neighb'ring current | 

Over thy Head, and don't look back be ſure: 

Til cry, what theſe on Daphnis will prevail, 

The Gods he minds not, nor my Charms art all. 
Bring Daphnis from the Town, ye Magick Charms. 
Bring home lov'd Daphnis to my longing Arms. 


Behold! the Aſhes while we lingring ſtay, 
While we negle&ro carry them away, 

Have reach'd the Altar, and have fir'd the Wood, 
That [yes upon't: Heav'nſend it be for good ! 


D Some- 
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Something I know not what's the matter : Hark ! 
I hear our Lightfoot in the Entry bark. 
_ ShallI believe, or is it only Dream, 


Which Lovers fancies are too apt to frame ? 


Ceaſe now ye Magick Charms, behold him come ! 


Ceaſe needleſs Charms, my Daphnis 7s at home / 
ig 
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UPON THE 
MARRIAGE 


Prince of ORANGE 


Lady M A RT. 


—_— 


I 


$ when of old ſome bright and Heav'nly 
A A God of equal Majeſty did Wed; _— 
| Strait thro' the Courr above the Tydings ſpread, 


Strait at the News th' immortal Offspring came, 
D 2 And 
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And all the Deitics did the High Nuptials grace z 
With noleſs Pomp, no leſs of Grandeur we 
Behold this glad Solemaity, 
And all confeſs 'an equal Joy; 
Andallexpect as God-likeand as great a Race: 
. Hark bw united Shouts our Joys proclaim, 


Which riſe in Gratitude to Heav'n from whence 
they came'; 


Gladſome next thoſe which boonghe our Royal Exile 
home, 


When he reſum'd his long uſurped Throne: 

Hark how the mighty Vollies rend the Air, 
And ſhake at once the Earth ang utmoſt Sphere ; 

Hark how the Bell's harmonious Noiſe 

. .. -Bear Conſort-too-with humane-Joys4 
Behold thoſe num'rous Fires, which up and down | 
Threatenalmoſt new Conflagration to the Town. 


Well do theſe Emblems, mighty Orange, ſpeak thy 


Fame, 


Whoſe —_ Mutick, (han all expreſs the 


lame; * 


"I was 


the Princeof Orange, &c. 37 
'T'was thus great Fove his Semele did Wed, 
In Thunder and in Lightning fo approach'd her bed. 


IT. 


Hail happy Pair! kind Heav'ns great Hoſtages ! 
Sure Pledges of a firm and laſting Peace ! | 
Call'r not a Match, we that low Stile diſdain, 
Nor will degrade it with a Term fo means 
A League it mult be ſaid, 
Where Countries thus Eſpouſe, and Nations Wed : 
Our Thanks, propitious Deſtiny ! 
Never did yetthy Pow'r diſpence 
A more Plenipotentiary Influence, 
Nor Heav'n more ſure a Treaty ratifie : 
To YOU, our great and gracious Monarch, too 
Anequal ſhare of Thanks is due, 


Nought could this mighty Work produce, but 
Heay'n and You. 


Let others boaſt 
Of Leagues, which Wars and Slaughter coſt; 


D. 3 This 
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This Union by no Blood Cemented is, 

Nor did its Harmony from Jars and Diſcords riſe. 
Not more to your great Anceſtor we owe, 
By whom two Realms into one Kingdom grow, 
He join'd but what Nature had join'd before, 
Lands diſunited by no parting Shore : 
By You to Foreign Countries were Allied, 


You make Us Continent whom Scas and Waves di- 
(vide. 
III. 


How well, Brave Prince, do you by prudent Con- 
duct prove 
What was denicd to mighty Jove, 
Together to be Wiſe and Love ? 
(ſhew, 
In this you higheſt-Skill of Choice and Judgment 
'Tis here difplay'd, and here rewarded too; 

Others move only by unbridled guideleſs Hear, - 
- But you mix Love with Policy, Paſſion with State: 


You ſcorn'd the Painters Hands your Hearts 


ſhould rye, ye 
Which oft (and here they muſt) the Original be- 


(For 


the Prince of Oran ge, Cap 39 
(For how ſhould Art that Beauty undertake, 


Which Heav'n would ſtrive in vain again 'to 
make? ) 


Taught by Religion you did better Methods try, 


And worſhip'd notthe Image, but the Deity : 


Go, envied Prince, your glorious BRIDE. 
recelve, 


Too great for ought but mighty, 7O RX to 
g1Ve: 


She, whom ifnone muſt Wed, but thoſe who merit 
Her, 


Monarchs might ceaſe Pretence, and flighted Gods 
deſpair : | 
Think You in Her far greater Conquelts gain, 


Than all the Pow'rs of France have from your Coun- 
try ta'ne. 


In her fair Arms let your Ambition bounded lie, 
And fancy there an Univerſal Monarchy! 


IV. 


And you fair Princeſs, who could thus ſubdue, 
What France with all its Forces could not do, 


D 4 Enjoy 


_—” 
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Enjoy your glorious Prize, 


Enjoy the 'Triumphs of your conqu'ring Eyes: , 

From Him, and th' Height of your great Mind look 
And with neglect deſpiſe a Throne, (down, 

And thinK't as great to Merit, as to wear a Crown: 


Naffad is all which your Deſires or Thoughts can 


frame, 
All Titles lodge within that ſingle Name; "on 
A Name, which Mars himſelf would with Ambition 
Prouder in that, thanto be call'd the God of War : 
To you, great Madam, (if your Joys admitIncreaſe, 
' If Heav'n has not already ſet your Happineſs 
| Above its Pow'r to railc ) 
To You the zealous humble Muſe 

Theſe ſolemn Wiſhes Conſecrates and Vows, 

And begs you'll not her Offering refule, 
Which not your Want, but her Devotion ſhews, 


V. 


May your great Conſort ſtill ſucceſsful prove, 
_ Tnall his high Attempts, as in your Love 3 


May 


the Prince of Orange, «xc. 4.1 
May hethro' all Attacks of Chance appear - 


As free from Danger, as he is from Fear ; 


But what in Pity you to others ſhow : 
May you be fruitful in as numerous Store 


May Heay'n to your juſt Merits kind 


Repeal the ancient Curſe on Womankind; 


add, 


May neither Senſe of Grief, or Trouble know, 


1 -- 


Of Princely Births, as She who your great Father 
(bore: 


Eafie and gentle, as the Labours of the Brain 
May yours all prove, and juſt ſo free from Pain : 
May no rude Noiſe of War approach your Bed, 
But Peace her downy Wings about you ſpread, 
Calm as the Seaſon, when fair Halcyons breed. 
May you, and the juſt owner of your Breaſt, 
Both in as full Content and Happineſs be bleſt, 
As the firſt finleſs Pair of old enjoy'd: 


Erc Guilt their Innocence and that deſtroy'd: 


— "wo 


Till nothing bur Continuance to your Bliſs can 


And you by Heay'n alone be happier made ; 


Till 
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Till future Poets who your Lives review, 
When they'd their utmoſt Pitch of Flatt'ry ſhew, 
Shall pray their Patrons may become like you; 


Nor know to frame a skilful Wiſh more great, 
Nor think a higher Bleſſing in the Gift of Fate. 


AN p "ol 
For an Amiverſay of MUSICK 
on $, Cecilia's Day. 


I. 
Egin the Song, your Inſtruments advance, 
B Tune the Voice, and Tune the Flute, 


Touch the filentſleeping Lute, 

And make the Strings to their own Meaſures dance. 
Bring gentleſt Thoughts that into Language glide, 
Bring ſofteſt Words that into Numbers{lide : 

Ler every Hand and every Tongue 

To make the Noble Conſort throng. 
Let all in one harmonious Note agree 

To iframe the mighty Song, 
For this is Muſicks ſacred Jubile. 
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Hark how the wak'ned $trings reſound, 
And break the yielding Air, 
The raviſh'd Senſe haw pleaſingly they wound, 
And call theliſtning Soul into the Ear ; 
- Each Pulle beats time, andevery Heart, 
"P With Tongueand Fingers bears a part. 
_-- By Harmoniesentrancing Power, 
When weare thus wound up to Ecſtaſie; 
Methinks we mount, methinks we tower, 
Ang ſcem to antedare our furure Bliſs on high. 
III 
How dull were Life, how hardly worth our care, 
Bur for the Charms that Muſick lends 
How faint its Pleaſures would appear, 
But for the Pleaſure which our Art attends! 
, Without the. Sweets of Melody, - 
To tune our vital Breath, . 


Who would not give it up to Death, 


And in the filent Grave contentedjlye ? 


An Ode on S. Cecilia's Day. 4.3 


v.. We PL 
Muſick's the Cordial of a troubled Breaſt, 
The ſofteſt Remedy that Griet can find; 
The gentle Spell that charms gur Care to teſt, 
And calms the ruifled Paſſions ot the Mind. 

" Muſick Yoes all, our. Joy refine, | 

 Trgives the Reliſh to our Wine, 

"Tis that-gives Rapture toour Love, 

And Wings Devotion toa pitch Divine 3 


Tis ourchict Bliſs on Earth, and half our Heaven 
| | (above. 


4 Chorus. 
Come then with tuneful Throat and String | 
The Praiſes of our Art let's ſing; 
Let's ſing to Bleſt CECT7L71 4's Fame, 
That grac'd this Atr, and gaye this Day its Name; 
With Muſick, Wine, and Mirth conſpire 
To bear a Conſort, and make up the Choir. 


TO 


MADAM L.E. 


Upon her Recovery from a late. 


Sickneſs. 


—_— 


Madam, 
| | mn that with flow Gladneſs we o late 


Your wiſh'd.return of Health congratulate: 

Our Joysat firſt ſo throng'd to pet abroad, 
They hinder'd one another inthe crowd ; 
And now ſuch haſte totell their Meſlage make, 
They only ſtammer what they meant to ſpeak. 

You the fair Subject which I am to ſing, 
To whoſe kind Hands this humble joy I bring: - 
Aid me, I beg, while I this Theme purſue, 


For I inyoke no other Muſe but you; 


Lorig 
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Long time had you here brightly ſhone below 
With all the Rays kind Heaven could beſtow. 
No envious Cloud e're offer to invade 
Your Luſtre, or compel it to a Shade: 
Nor did it yet by any Sign appear, 
But that you thoroughout Immortal were. 
Till Heaven (if Heaven could proye fo cruel) ſent 
To interrupt theGrowth of your content, 
As if it grudg'd thoſe Gifts you did enjoy, 
And would that Bounty which it gave, deſtroy : 
'Twas ſince your Excellence did envy move 
In thoſe high Powers and made them jealous prove. 


They thought theſe Glories ſhould they till hw 
in'd 


Unſullied, were too much for Woman-kind. 
Which might they write as laſting as they're Fair, 
Too preat for ought but Deities appear : 

But Heaven (it may be) was not yet complear, 
And lackt you there to fill your empty Seat. 


And 


— 


4$ 't Millen LE. 


And when it could not fairly woo you hence, 
Turn'd Raviſher, and offer'd Violence. 
Sickneſs did firſt a formal ſiege begin, 


And by ſure ſlowneſs try'd your Life to win. 


As if by lingring methods Heaven meant 
To chaſe : you hence and tire you to conſent. 
Bur, thus in vain, Fate did to force reſort, 
And next by Storm ſlrove to arrack the Fort, 
A Sleep, dull as your laſt, did you Arreſt, 
And all their Magazines of Liſe poſſeſt. 


No more the Blood its circling-courfe did run, 


But in the Veins, ike Iſicles, it hung. 


No more the Heart (now void of quickning 
| (heat) 


The tuneful March of vical Motion bear. 


Stiffneſs did into all the Sinews cltmb, 


And a ſhort Death crept cold through every Limb. 


All Signs of Life from ſight ſo far withdrew, 


'Twas now thought Popery to pray for you. 


There 
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There might you (were not that ſetife loſt) have 


ſeen 

How your true Death would have reſented been : 
A Lethargy, like yours, each Breaſt did ſeize, 
And all by Sympathy catcht your Diſcaſe. 
Around you filent Imagery appears, 
And nought in the SpeQators moves, bur Tears. 
They pay what Grief were to your Funeral due, 
And yetdare hope Heaven would your Life renew. 

Mean while, all means, all Drugs preſcribed are, 
Which the decays of Health, or Strength repair, 
Medicines fo powerſul they new Souls would fave, 
And Life in lorig-dead Carcaſſes rettieve : 
Burt theſe in vain, they rougher Methods try, 
And now youre Martyr'd that you may not die 3 
Sad Scene of Fare! when Tortures were your gain: 
And 'twas a kindnels thought to wiſh you pain | 
As if the ſlackned ſtring of Life run down, 
Could only by the Rack be ferew'd in rune: 


50 To Maldon L. E. 


But Heav'n atlaſt (orown conſcious that its pow'c 
gr 


Could ſcarce what was to die with you reſtore,) 


And loth to ſee ſuch Glories overcome, 


Sent a Poſt-Angel to repeal your doom 3 


Strait Fate obey'd the Charge which Heaven ſent, 


And pave this firſt dear Proof, it could Repent : 


Triumphant Charms! what may not you ſubdue, 
When Fate's your Slave, and thus\ſubmits to you ! 
It now again the new-broke Thread does knit, 
And for another Clew her Spindle fit: 

And life's hid ſpark which did unquencht remain, 
Caught the fled light and brought it back again : 
Thus you reviv'd, and all our Joy with you, _ 
Reviv'd and found their ReſurreCtion too : 

Some only griev'd, that what was deathleſs thought 
They ſaw ſo near to Fatal ruin brought : 

Now crowds of Bleſſings on that happy hand, 
Whoſe skill could eager Deſtiny withſtand ; 


Whoſe learned Pow'r has reſcu'd from the Grave, 


ThatLife which 'rwas a Miracle to fave;' 
Thar 


Upon her Recovery. 51 
That Life which were it thus untimely loſt, 
Had been the taireſt Spoil Death e'r could boaſt ; 
May he henceforth be God of Healing thought, 
By whom ſuch good to you and us was brought : 
Altars and Shrines to him are juſtly due, | 
Who ſhew'd himſelf a God by raiſing you. - 

But fay, fair Saint, fot youalone can know, 
Whither your Soul in this ſhort flight did go 
Went it to antidate that Happineſs, 

You muſt at laſt (tho late we hope) poſlels 2 
Inform us leſt we ſhould your Fate belye, 
 Andcall that Death which was but Ecſtaſie, 


TheQueenof Love (we'retold) once letus ſee 
That Goddeſſes from Wounds could not be free; 
And you by this unwiſh'd Occaſion ſhow 

Thar they like Mortal us can Sickneſs know : 
Pitry ! that Heav'n ſhould all its Titles give; 
And yet not ket you with them ever live. 

You'd lack nopoint that makes a Deity, 


It you could like it too Immortal be. 
; E 2 And 
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And ſo youare; half boaſts aDeathleſs State ; 


Although your frailer Part muſt yield to Fate. 


By every breach in that fair lodging made, 


Its bleſt Inhabitant is more diſplaid : 


In that white Snow which oyer-ſpreads your Skin, 


We trace the whiter Soul which dwells within; 


Which while you through this ſhining Hue diſplay 


Looks like a Star plac'd in the milky way: 

Such the bright Bodies of the Bleſſed are, 

When they for Raiment cloath'd with Light appear, 
And ſhould you viſitnow the Seats of Blifs, 


You need not wear another form bur this. 


| Never did Sickneſs in ſuch Pomp appear, 
As when it thus your Livery did wear, 

Diſcaſc itſelf look'd amiable here. 

So Clouds which would obſcure the Sun oft gilded 

And Shades are taught to ſhine as bright as he. (de, 


Grieve not fair Nymph, when in your Glaſs you 
(tracc 


The marring Footſteps of a pale Diſeaſe. 


Repret 
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Regret not that your Checks their Roſes want, 
Whieh a few Days ſhall infull ſtore replant, (Red, 
Which, whilſt your Blood withdraws its guilty - 
Tells that you own no Faults that Bluſhes need : 
The Sun whoſe Bounty does each Spring reſtore 
What Winter from the rifled Meadowstore, 
Which every Morning with an early Ray 
Paints the young bluſhing Cheeks of inſtant Day: 
Whoſe skill (inimitable here below, ) 


Limns thoſe gay Clouds which form Heay'ns co- 
lour'd Bow, 


That Sun ſhall ſoon with Intereſt repay, 

All the loſt Beauty Sickneſs ſnatch'd away. 

Your Beams like his ſhall hourly now advance, 
And every Minute their ſwift Growth enhance. 

Mean while (that you no helps of Healths refuſe) 

Accept theſe humble Wiſhes of the Mule : 

Which ſhall not of their juſt Perition fail, 

If ſhe (and ſhe's a Goddeſs) ought prevail. 
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May no profane Diſeaſe henceforthapproach, 
Thisſacred Temple with unhallow'd tonch, 
Ot with rude ſacriledge its frame debauch. 
May theſe fair Members always happy be 


In as full Strength and well-fer Harmony, 

As the new Foundrefs of your Sex could boaſt, 
Ere ſhe by Sin her firſt Perfection loſt : 
May Deſtiny, jaſt toyour Merits, twine 

All your ſmooth Fortunes ina Silken Line, 
And that you may at Heaven late arrive, 

May it to you its largeſt Bottom pive. 

May Heaven with ſtill repeated Fayours bleſs, 
Till it its Pow'r betow its Will confeſs: 

Till Wiſhes can no more exalt your Fate, 


Nor Poets fanſie you more fortunate. 


——— 
"I m—_—_ 


DEATH 


M* Katharine Kingscourt, 


A Child of Excellent Parts and Piety. . 


* 
__—— 


7" ® 
LY 


HE did, She did—I faw her mount the Skie, 
& And with new Whiteneſs paint the Galaxy. 
Heav'n her methought with all its Eyes did view; 


—_—  — 


And yet acknowlede'd all its Eyes too few. 
Methought I ſaw in Crowds bleſt Spirits meet, 
And with loud Welcomes her Arriyal greet ; 
Which could they grieve, had gone with griet away 
To ſee a Soul more white, more pure than they... 
E 4 Earth 
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Earth was unworthy ſuch a Prizeas this, 

Only a while Heav'n letus ſhare the Bliſs : 

In vain her ſtay with fruitleſs Tears we'd woo,. - 
In vain we'd Court, whenthat our Rival grew. 
Thanks, ye kind Powers! who dig fo long diſpenſe, 
(Since you ſowilt'd her) with her abſence thence - 
We now reſign, to you alone we grant 


The ſweet Monopoly of ſuch a Saint; 

So pure a Saint, I ſcarce dare call her ſo, 
; For fear to wrong her witha Name tpo low : 
Such a Sceraphick brightneſs in her ſhin'd, 

T hardly can believe her Woman-kind. 
*T'was ſure ſome noble Being left the Sphere, 
Which deign'd a little to inhabit here, 

And can't be faid to dic, but diſappear. 

Or if ſhe Mortal was and meant to ſhow 
The greater $kill by being made below ; 

Sure Heav'n preſerv'd her by the fall uncurſt, 
To tell how all the Sex were form'd at firſt : 


Never 
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Never did yet ſomuch Divinity 

In ſuch a ſmall Compendium erouded lye. 

By her we credit what the Learned tell, 

That many Angels in one Point can dwell. 

More damned Fiends did not in Mary reſt, 

Than lodg'd of Bleſſed Spirits in her Breaſt ; 
Religion dawn'd fo early in her mind, 

You'd think her Saint, whilſt in the Wombenſhrin'd, 
Nay, that bright ray whichdid her Temples paint, 
Proclaim'd her clearly, while alive, a Saint. 

Scarce had ſhe learnt to liſp Religion's Name, 

E'r ſhe by her Example preach'd the fame, 

And taught her Cradle like the Pulpit to reclaim. 
No Action did within her PraCtigg fall 

Which for th' Atonement of a Bluſh could call: 

No word of hers &'er greeted any Ear, 

But what a dying Saint conteſt might hear: 

Her Thoughts had ſcarcely ever ſully'd been 

By the leaſt Foot-ſteps of Original Sin. 
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Her Life did ſtill as much Devotion breath | 
As others do at their laſt Gaſp in Death, 


Hence on her Tomb of her let not be ſaid, 
So long ſheliv'd 3 but thus, fo long ſhe pray'd. 


0 REN | IE 
SUNDAY-FHOUGHT 
ta In Sickneſs. 


; /Oxd, how dreadful is the Proſpect of 
., Death at the remoteſt Diftance | How 
the {malleſt Apprehenſton of it can pall the 
moſtgay, airy and brisk Spirits! Even TI, who 
thowighs I. could have: been, merry in fight of 
my Coftn, and drink a Health with the Sex- 
ton in my own Grave, now tremble at the 
leaſt-Envoy of the King of Terrors. To ee 
but the ſhaking of my Glaſs makes me turn 
le, and fear is like to prevent and do the 
Work of my Diſtemper. . All the Jollity 
of my Humor and Converſation is turn'd 
on. a ſudden into {hagrin and melancholy, 
black as Deſpair, and dark'as the Grave. My 
Soul and Body {cem at once laid out, and I 
fancy all the Plummers of Bernal Night al- 
ready hanging upon my Temples. But 
7H whence 
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whence proceed theſe Fears ? Certainty they 
arenot «Ule Dreams, nor the accidental Pro- 
duct of my Diſeaſe, which diſorders the 
Brains, and fills 'em with odd Chimera's. 
Why ſhould my Soul be averſe to its Enlarge- 
ment 2 Why ſhould .it-be content to be knit 
up in two Yards-of Skin, when it may have 
all the World for its Purliew ? *Tis not that 
Fm unwilling to leave my Relations and pre- 
ſent Friends : I'm parted from the firſt alrea- 
dy, and could beſever'd from/both the length 
of the whole Map, and live with my Bod 
as far diſtant from them as my Soul m 
when T'm dead. Neither is it that F'm loth to 
Jeave the Delights and Pleaſures of the World; 
ſome of them I havertried, and found empty, 
the others-covet not, -becauſe unknown: I'm 
confident I conld deſpiſe 'em all by a Great- 
neſsof Soul, did not the Bible oblige me, 
and Divines - tell me, 'tis my Duty. lt 
is not neither that 'm unwilling to go hence 
before I've Eſtabliſh'd a Reputation, and 
ſomething to make me ſurvive my ſelf. I 
could have been'content to be Still-born, and 
have no more than the Regiſter, or Sexton to 


tell 
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tell chat I've ever been in the Land of the Liv- 
ing. In Fine, 'tis not from a Principle of 
Cowardiſe, which the Schools have called 
Self-preſervation, the poor Effect of Inftin& 
and dull pretence of a Brute as well as me. 
This Unwillingneſs therefore, and Averſi- 
onto undergo the general Fare, -muſt haye 
a juſter Original, and flow from a more im- 
portant Cauſe. I'm well ſatisfied that this 
other Being within, that moves and actuates 
my Frame of Fleſh and Blood, has a Lite be- 
yond it and the Grave; and ſomething in it 
prompts me to believe its immortality. A 
Reſidenceit muſt have ſomewhere elſe, when 
it has left this Carcaſe, and another State to 
paſs into, unchangeable and everlaſting as 
it ſelf after irs Separation, This Condition 
muſt be good or bad according to its Actions 
and Deſerts in this Life; for as it owes its Be- 
ing to ſome Infinite Power that created it, I 
well ſuppoſe it his Vaſlal, and oblig'd to live 
by his Law ; and as certainly conclude, that 
according to the keeping or breaking of that 
Law, tis to be rewarded or puniſh'd hereat- 
ter. Thus Diverſity of Rewards and Puniſh- 


ments, 
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ments, makes the two Places, Heaven and 
Hell, fo often mention'd in Scripture, and 
talked of in Pulpirs : Of the later my Fears 
too cruelly convince me; and the Anticipati- 
on of its Torment, which I already feel in 
my own Conicience. There is, there is a 
Hell, and damned Ficnds, and a never-dying 
Worm, and that Sceprick that doubts of it, 
may find 'ema all wirhin my ſingle Breaft: - I 
dare not any longer with the Atheiſt disbe- 
leve them, or thank 'em the Clergy's Bug- 
bears, invented as Nurſes do frighttul Names 
for their Children, to ſcare 'emanto Quietnels 
and Obedience. How oft have I triumph'd 
in my unconcern'd and fear'd inſenfſibily ? 
How oft boaſted of that unhappy = a 
Calm, which, like that of che dead Sea, 
prov'd only my Curſe, and a treacheraus 
Ambuſh to thole Storms, which at pzelent 
(and will for ever 1 dread) ſhipwreck may 
Quiet and Hopes ? How oft have I xejected 
the Advice of that Bofora-Friend, and drow- 
ned its Alarms in «he Noſe of a-tumulkuous 
Debauch, or fying Wane (like lome 
 condemn'd woke by my —_— 
Eng 


, 


| 
| 
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the Apprehenſions of my certain Doom ? 
Now, now the Tyrant awakes, and comes te 

y at once all Arrears of Cruelty. Ar laſt, 
= roo late ( like drowning Mariners) I ſee 
the gay Monſters, which inveigled me into 
my Death and Deſtruction. Oh the gnaw- 
ing Remorſe of a raſh unguarded, unconſi- 
dering Sinner | Oh how the Ghofts of farmer 
Crimes affright my haunted Imagination, 
and make me ſuffer a thouſand Racks and 
Martyrdoms ! I ſee, methinks, the Jaws of 
Deſtruction gaping wide to [wallow me; and 
I, (like one {liding once) tho I fee the 
Danger, cannot ftop from running into it. 
My Fancy repreſents to me a whole Legion 
of Devils, ready to tear mein pieces, num- 
berlels as my Sins or Fears; and whither, 
Alas! whather ſhall Ifly for Refuge 2 Where 
ſhall I retreat and take Sanctuary 2 Shall I 
call the Rocks and Mountains to cover me; 
or bid the Earth yawn wide to its Centre, 
and take me in? Poor ſhift of eſcaping Al- | 
mighty Juſtice! Diſtracting Frenzy ! that 
would make me believe Contradictions, aud 
hope to fly our of the reach of him whole 


Preſence 
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Preſence is every where, not excluded Hell 
it ſelf; for he is there in the effects of his Ven- 
geance. Shall I invoke ſome Power infinite 
as that that created me, to reduce me to no- 
thing again, and rid meat once of my Being 
and all that tortures it 2 Oh no, 'tis in vain, 
I muſt be forced into Being, to keep me freſh 
for Torment, and retain Senſe only to feel 
Pain. I muſt be adying to all Eternity, and 
live ever, to live ever wretched. Oh that 
Nature had placed me in the Rank of things. 
that have only a bare Exiſtence, or at belt, 
an Animal Lite, and never given me a Soul 
and Reaſon, which now mult contribute to 
my Miſery, and make me envy Brutes and 
Vegetables! Would the Womb that bare me 
had been my Priſon till now, or I ſept out 
_ of tit into my Grave, arid ſaved the Expen- 
ces and Toil of along and tedious Journey, 
where Life affords nothing of Accommoda- 
tions to invite ones {tay. Happy hadI been 
if I had expired with my fir{t Breath, and en- 
ter'd the Bill of Mortality as foon as the 
World : Happy it I had been drowned in my 
Font, and that Water which was to Regene- 

£8 
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rate, and give me New Life, had prov'd 
Moral in another Senſe! I had then died 
without any Guilt of my own, bit whac 
I brought into.che World with me, and that 
coo atton'd for ; I mean that which I con- 
tracted from my firſt Parents, my urihap- 

inels rather chan Fault, inaſmuch as I was 
ain to be born of a Sinning Race: Then 
I had never enhaunc'd' it - with acquired 
Guilt, never added thoſe irinumerable 
Crimes which muſt make up my Indi&- 
ment at the Grand Audit. Ungrateful 
Wretch! I've made my Sins as numerous 
as thoſe Bleſſings and Mercies the Almigh- 
ty Bounty has conferr'd upon me, to ob- 
lige and lead me to Repentance, How 
have I abuſed and milimployed thoſe Parts 
and Talents which __ have render'd me 


ſerviceable ro Mankind, and repaid an In- - 


tereſt of Glory to their Donor 2 How ll 
do they turn to account which I have made 
the- Patrons of Debauchery, and Pimps 
and Panders to Vice? How oft have [ 
broke my Vows to my Great Creator, which 
I would be conſcientious of keeping to a 

| F hilly 
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filly Woman, a Creature beneath my ſelf 2 
What has all my Religion been; but-an 
empty Parade and Shew ? Either an uſeful 
Hypocriſte taken up for Intereſt, or a gay 
ſpecious Formality worn in Complaiſance 
to Cuſtom and the Mode, -and as change- 
able as my Cloaths and their Faſhion, 
How oft have I gone to Church (the 
place where we-are to pay him Homage 
and Duty) as to an Afſignation or Play, 
only tor Diverſion ; or at beſt, as I muſt 
ere long (for ought I know) with my Soul 
ſeverd from my Body? How I tremble 
at the Remembrance! as if. I could pur 
che Sham upon Heaven, ' or a God were 
ro be impoſed on like my Fellow-Crea- 
rure: And dare I, convicted of theſe High 
Treaſons againſt the King of Glory, dare 
I expect a Reprieve or Pardon? Has he 
Thunder, and are not all his Bolts levell'd 
at my Head, to ſtrike me through the ve- 
ry Centre? Yes, I dare appeal to thee, 
boundleſs Piry and Compaſſion | My own 
Inſtances already tells me, that thy Mercy 
is infinite; for I've done enough to ſhock 
| Long- 


i. Hh. 


' Long-ſifferance'4ri felt; and 
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"weary wut ah 
Ecernal Patience: ',I-beſeech thee yy -thy ſoft 
and gentle Attributes of Mercy and Forgive 


gels by the laſt dying Accengs, of my | 
ering Deity, have Pity on a poor, hum- 
ble, proſtrate and £01 g Sinner : And 
thou great Ranſom, of. loſt Mankind, who 
offered'ſt thy ſelf a--Sacrifice to: atrone our 
Guilt, and redeem our. mortgag'd Happt- 
neſs, do thou be my Advocate, and in- 
rercede for me with the Angry Judge. 

My Pray'rs are heard, a.,glorious Light now ſhone; 
And (lo!) An Angel-Poſt comes haſtning down : 

From Heay'n I ſee him cur the yielding Air ; | 
So ſwift, he ſeems at ofice both there and here; 

So quick, my fight in che purſuit was flow, 

And Thought could ſcarce fo foori the Jouttiey go. 

No angry Meſlage in his Look appears, 

His Face no fighs of threatning Vengeance wears. 


Comely his ſhape, of Heavenly Meen and Air, 


Kinder than Smiles 'ot beauteous Virgins are. 
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;Such be wagſeen by che Þleſt- Maidof old 

When lie '? Almighty Infzbr's Birth foretold. 

A mighty Volume in one hand 8 born, 

Whoſe open'd] Leayes the other ſeems to turn; - 

Vaſt Annals &Þ \my Sins,in,$carlet writ, | 

© But howetas'd, blotouty ahd cancell'd quite,” 

Hark how the Heavenly Wh hiſper ſtrikes mine Ear, 

- Mortal, behold thy Crimes all pardon” d here ! 

Hail Sacred Envoy of th! Ecernal King ! 

Welcom as the bleſs'd Tidings thou doſt bring. 


Welcom as Heav'n from whence thou cam'ſt bur 
now, 


Thus low to.thy great God and mine I FRum 


And might I here, O might Lever grow, 
Fix'd an unmov d and endleſs Monument 


Oi Gratitude to my Creator ſent. 


MEMORY 


Mr. Charles Moravent. 


A PINDARIQUE. 


bh — — 


Ionis utique quo clarivs effulfit, citins extinguitar, 
eripit ſe aufertque ex oculis ſabitd pos virtus : 
quicquid eſt abſoluti faciliks transfluit, & optimi neu- 
tiquam diurnaut. Cambden. de Phil, Syd. 


O celeres hominum bonorum dies. Apul. 


——— — ———— 


LOXDOMN: 
Printed in the Year 1 68 7. 


wb *% 7 


at 


OOTDENS 


—” _— __  R_ =- 


SUDIFAQHILS 


Ron ins . .\ 
[ 


Leda _ nic al 0; 4 TP 
obo A” F< F i vw Sf S$+- 3/5 $48 f < -LQ.DUJ VN, # 


, . » \ 4 \ - , x ST 


# w OG , . **2; f[ ; *4 TEF * "2 
# . CT 4I4 3d KIy, RW YRARAN # 4v\ = » «- wv & © aj 


wt | | 


/ 


To the Memory of my Dear Friend, 
Mr.Cyuartes MorRwenT: 
A PINDARIQUE. 


Oftendunt terris hunc tantim fata, nec ultra 


Eſe finunt.— — —— ——__ Virg. ; 


| 
(rate 


Eſt Friend! could my unbounded Grief bur 
With due proportion thy too cruel Fate ; 
Conld I ſome happy Miracle bring forth, 
Great as my Wiſhes and thy greater Worth, _ 
All Zelicon ſhould ſoon be thine, 
And pay a Tribute to thy Shrine. 
The learned Siſters all transform'd ſhould be, 
No longer nine, but one Melpomene : 
Each ſhould into a Njobe relent, 


At once thy Mourner and thy. Monument, 
F 4 Each 
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Each ſhould become 
Like the fam'd Memnon's ſpeaking Tomb, 
. To ſing thy well-cun'd Praiſe; 
Nor ſhould we fear their being dumb, 


Thou ſtill would'ſt make'em vocal with thy Rays. 


II. 


O that 1 could diſtil my vital Juice in Tears! 
Or waſt away my Soul in ſobbing Airs! 
Were I all Eyes, 
"To flow in liquid Elegies : 
That every Limb might grieve, 
And dying Sorrow ſtill retrieve ; 
My Life ſhould be bur one long mourning day, 


And like moiſt Vapors melt in Tears away. 


I'd ſoon diſſolve in one great Sigh, 


And upwards fly, 
G ad foto beexhal'd to Heav'n and thee. 
A Sigh which might well-nigh reverſe thy death, 
And hops to animate thee with new Breath ; 
Pow'rful 
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Pow'rful as that which hererafore did give. _ 
A Soul to well-form'd Clay, and madcit live. -- 


ITT. 


Adicu, bleſt Soul! whoſe haſty Flight away 
Tells Heaven did nc'er diſplay 

Such Happineſs to bleſs the World with ſtay. 

Death in thy Fall betray'd her utmoſt ſpite, 


And _—_— her ſhafts moſt times are leyell q ar the 
white. 


_— 


She ſaw thy blooming Ripenck time prevent; 3 


She fa, and envious grew, and firaight her arrow 
ent. + 


So Buds apptiring e 'er theF roſts are paſt, 
Nip''by ſome unkikd Blaſt, meek 
Wither in Penatice for rheir forward haſte, 
Thus have Tſcen a Morn fo brighe, 
So deek'd wich all the Robes of Light, 
As if it ſcotn'd to think of Night, 
Which a tude Storm c '&rNoon did ſhroud, 


And buried all ies carly Glories in a Cloud. 


| 


Tho 


The day in funeral Blackneſs mourn'd, 
Andall to Sighs,:and:all to Tears it turn'd. 


| Bug why do we thy Death untimely-deem ;/ 
- Or Fatt blaſpheme-: | 

— chy-full-tipe Virtues _ _- 

To think thee young; 
Fare, whe ſhe did rhy vigorous Growth behold, 
And all thy forward Glories told, © 
Forgot thy rake 6f Yeats; and chouphi thee old. 
©" "ifhe brisk Endownicnts of thy Mitd 


Seorning is Bud ro be config'd.. . 
Our-ran thy Age, aoghiett Now re PEbind 3 
Which made rhee reach Maturity fo ſpony_ --- 
And at firſt Dayn prelept a fullſpread Noon. 


TOY: 


So thy PerfeGigns-wirh gþy gpl agree 

Both knew ng Nomyage, knew no Tofancy, 

Thus the firſt Pazern of ous Race began | 
HisLife i in middle- APGa: 5 ar'sPixeh a perfect Man- . , 
ef V. So 
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So well chow aRed {t in thiy: Span of Days! 
As calls at: vnce for Wonder and for Praile + -- 7 
Thy. prudent. Condudt hadi(o learnt to:meafure 
The different whiles of Tyiland Leaſure, .. 
No time did AQjon wang,ny&AGion wanted Pleaſyre. 
Thy buſie Indyſtryc2yle-Fimedijates;. ..7 * 
K And ſtretch the; Fbxead of F are's. J 
_ . Fhy careful Thrite couldonlyiboalt rhe Powes - 
Tolcpgihan Minutes,.12nd ex5end: ah Howe, 
No ſinglsSand caylde'e5flipby;! .. 
Without its Wonder, {wees ad high : 
And every xgeming Mamgqgſtillbrought forth © 
A thoufand Rarities of Worth, bs 
While ſome no other Cauft fox Life can give; 
But a dull Habituge $64ive: -r 
Thou ſcorn'dfſt ſuch Lazineſs while here beneathy 
| _ And Liydſtzhat time which others only Breaths. 


z Z ? | g *{ 


i VI. Next 
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VI. 


Next our juſt Wonder does commence, 

How ſo fmallRoom could hold ſuch Excellence. 
Nature was proud when ſhe contriv'd thy Frame, 

In thee ſhe labor'd for a Name: © 
| Hence ewasfhie laviſh'd all her Store, 
Asif ſhe meanthereafer to be poor, 

And; like a Bankrupt, - run o'ch'' Score. 
Her&vrious Hand'hpte drew in Straights and joyn'd 
All the Perfe&tions46dgein Humino kind; 

Teaching her numerous /Gifts to lie - - 

Crampf ina ſhort Epitome, - - 

Ss Stirs eontratted:ihis Diamond Thine, - \ 

And Jewels if! a narrow Pointicofifine 

The Riches'of an {rdiar Mine. 

Thus ſubtle Artiſts can---- 
Draw Nature's larger ſelf wxhin a Span : 1 
AſeaaliFrame holds the World, Earth, Heav'ns and 
Shrunk to the ſcant Dimenſtons of a Ball. 
$91 17 VII. Thoſe 
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x VII 
Thoſe Parts which never in one Subje& dwell, 


Bur ſome uncommon Excellence foretel, 
Like Stars did all conſtelfate here, 
And met together in one Sphere. 
Thy Judgment, Witand Memcxy confpir'd 
To make themſelves and thee admir'd : | 
And could thy growing Height a longer Stay have 


known, "3x 
Thou hadlt all other Glories, and thy ſelf out-done. 
While ſome to Knowledg by degrees arrive, 
Through tedious Induſtry improv'd, 
Thine ſcorn'd by ſuch pedantick Rules to thrive; 
But ſwift as that of Angels mov'd, 
And made us think it was intuitive. 
Thy pregnant Mind neer ſtruggl[d in its Birth, 
But quick, and while it did conceive, brought 
The gentle Throes of thy prolifick Brain - (forthy 


Were all unſtcain'd, and without Pain. 


Thus . 


2:To td Memory of | 
Thus when Great Fove the Queen of Wiſdom bare 


So caſie and ſo mild his Travels were. 


Nor were theſe Fruits in a rough Soil beſtown 
As Gems are thickſt.in rugged Quarries ſown. 
Good Nacure and good parts fo ſhar'd thy mind, 
A Mule and Grace were ſo combin'd, 
'Twas hard to gueſs whiah with, moſt Luſtre ſhin'd. 
A Genius did thy whole Comportment a, 
- Whole charining Complaiſance did ſo atrradt; 
As every Heart atrack'd. 
Such a ſoft Air thy well-rut?d Sweerneſs ſway'd, 
As told thy Sorl- of Harmony was made; 
All rude AﬀeA5635thiar Diſlurbers be, 
That mar or diſunits Society, 
"Were Fortinersto thee. 
Liveonly in their-ſlead took up its Reſt ; 
"4a Nartre made that thy conſtant Gueft;' 
And ſcerndito forms ho/other Paſſion for thy Breaſt. 
out] IX. This 
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I'X. 


This made thy Courtcouſneſs ro all extend, 
And theeto the whole Univerſe a Friend, 


Thoſe which were Strangers to thy native Soil and 
thee | 


No Strangers to thy Love could be, 
Whoſe Bounds were wide as all Mortality. 
Thy Heart noIfſland was, disjoyn'd 
(Like thy own Nation) from all human kind ; 
But*twasa Continent toother Countries fixt 
As firm by Love, as they by Earthannexr. 
| Thou ſcorn'dſt the Map ſhould thy AfﬀeCtion 
Like theirs who loveby dull Geography, (guide, 
Friends but rowhom by Soil they areally'd: 
'Thine reach'd to all beſide, 
To every Member of the World's great Family. 
Hceav'ns Kindneſs only claims a Name more ge- 
Which we-the nobler call, (__ 


Becauſe 'tis common, and youchſaf 'd to all. 


X. Such 
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X. 
Such thy Ambition of obliging was, 


' (pleaſe. 
Thou ſeem'dſt corrupted with the very Power tv 


Only to let thee grarifie, 
At once did bribe and pay thy Courrtefie. 
Thy Kindneſs by Acceptance might be bought, 
It for no other Wages ſought, 


But would its own be thought. 
No Suiters went unſatisfy'd away; 
But left thee mose unfatisfy'd than they. 
(find, 
Brave Titus / thou might here thy true Portraicture 
And view thy Rival in a private mind. 
Thou heretofore deſerv'dſt ſuch Praiſe, 
When AQts of Goodneſs did computethy days, 


| Meaſur'd not by the Sun's, bur thine own kinder 

Rays. Coſt, - 

Thou thought'ſ} each hour out of Life's Journal 
Which could not ſome freſh Favor boaſt, 


And reckon'dſt Bounties thy beſt Clepſydray. 
Fl. Some 
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= 
Some Fools who the great Art of giving want, 
Deflower their Largeſs with roo flow a Grant: 
Where the deluded Suitor dearly buys 
Whar hardly can defray 
The Expence of Importunities, 
| Or the Suſpenſe of rotturing Delay. ” 
Here was no need of tedious Pray'rs to ſue, 
Or thy too backward Kindneſs woo. 
It moved with no formal State, 
Like theirs whoſe Pomp does for intreaty wait : 
Bur met the ſwift'ſt Deſires half way ; 
And Wiſhes did well-nighi anticipate; - 
And then as modeſtly: withdrew, 
Nor for its due Reward of Thanks would ſtay. 
XII. © 
Yet might this Goodneſs to the happy moſtaccrue ; 
Somewhat was to the miſerable due, 
Which they might juſtly challenge too: 


G What- 
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Whatc'er Miſhap did a known Heart opprels, 


The ſame did thine as wretched make; 
Like yielding Wax.thine did th' Impreſſions take, 
And paint its Sadneſs in as lively Dreſs. lar 


bl 


Thou could'ſt affliftions from another Breaſt tran- 


And forein Grief impropriate 3 


Ofr-times our Sorrows thine ſo much have grown, 
They ſcarce were more our own ; 
Whoſeem'd exempt, thou ſufter'dſt all alone. 
XIII. 

Our ſmall{t Misfortunes ſcarce could reach thy Ear, 
- But made thee vive in Alms a Tear; 

And when our Hearts breath'd their regret in 
As a juſt Tribute to their Milcries, (ighs, 

Thine with their mournful Airs did ſymbolize. 
Like Throngs of Sighs did for its Fibres crowd, 


And told thy Grief from our cach Grief aloud : 


Such is the ſecret Sympathy 
We may betwixt two neighb'ring Lutes deſcry, 


It 
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If cither by unskilful hand roo rudely bent 

Its ſofr Complaint in penſive murmurs vent, 
As if it did that Injury reſent : 


Untoucht the other ſtrait returns the Moan; 


And gives an Eccho to each Groan: 
From its ſweet Bowels a fad Note's convey'd, 


Like thoſe which to condole are made; 


As if its Bowels too a kind Compaſſion had. 
XIV. 
Nor was thy goodneſs bounded withſo ſmall exterit; 

Or in ſuch narrow Limits pen. 

Ler Female Frailty in fond Tears diſtill, 
Who think that Moiſture which they ſpill 

Can yield Relief, 
Oc ſhrink the Current of anothers Grief; 
Who hope that Breath whichthey in ſighs convey, 


Should blow Calamities away. 


Thinedid amanlier Form expreſs, 
And ſcorn'd to whine at an Unhappincſ ; 
Thou thoughrt it ſtill che nobleſt Pity ro redreſs: 
G 2 $9 
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So friendly Angels their Reliet beſtow 
On the unfortunate below, 
For whom thoſe purer minds no Paſſion know : 
Such Nature in that generous Plant is found, 
Whoſe every Breach does with a Salve abound, 
And wounds it felt to cure another's Wound. 
In pity to Mankind it ſheds its Juice, 
Glad with expence of Blood to ſerve their Ule: 
Firſt with kind Tears our Maladics bewails, 
| And afrer heals ; 
And makes thoſe very Tears the remedy produce. 
XV. 
Nor didſt thou to thy Foes leſs generous appear, 
(It there were any durſt that Title wear.) 
They could not ofter Wrongs fo faſt, 
But what were pardon'd with like haſte ; 
And by thy aQts of Amneſty defac't. 
Hal he who wiſh'd the Art how to forget, 
Difcover'd its new Worth in thee, 
He had a double Value on it ſer, 


. And 
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And juſtly ſcorn'd th' ignobler Art of Memory. 
No Wrongs could thy great Soul to Grief expoſe, 
'Twas plac'd as much out of the reach of thoſe, 
. Asof material Blows. 
No Injuries could thee provoke, 
Thy Softneſs always dampr rhe ſtroke : 
As Flints on Feather-beds are cafieſt broke. 
Afﬀtronts could ne'er thy cool Complexion heat, 
Or chafe thy temper fromits ſetled State: 
But (till thou ſtoodſt unſhocke by all, 
As if thou hadſtunlearnt the Power to hate, 
Or, like the Dove, wert born without a Gall. 
XVI. 
Vain Stoicks who diſclaim all Human Senſe, 
And own no Paſſions to reſent Offence, 
May paſs it by with unconcern'd Neglect, 
And Virtue on thoſe Principles erect, 
Where 'tis nota Perteftion, but DefeCt. 
Let theſe themſelves ina dull Patience pleaſe, 


Which their own Statues may poſlels, 
G 3 And 
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And they themſelves when Carcaſles. 


| Thou only could(t to that high pitch arrive, 


To court Abuſes, that thou mightſ forgive : 


Wrongs thus in thy Eſteem ſeem'd Courteſie, 


And thou the firſt was cer oblig'd by Injury. 


X VII. 


Nor may we think theſe God-like Qualities 


Could ſtand in need of Votaries, 
Which heretofore had challeng'd Sacrifice. 
Each Aſſignation, each Converſe 


Gain'd thee ſome new Idolaters. 


Thy ſweet Obligingneſs could ſupple Hate, 


And our of it its Contrary create. 


Its powerful Influence made Quarrels cealc, 


And Fewds diſſoly'd into a calmer Peace. 


Envy reſfign'd her Force, and vanquiſh'd Spite 


Became thy ſpeedy Profelyre. 


Malice could cheriſh Enmity no more ; 


And thoſe which were thy Foes betore, 


Now wiſh'd they might adore, 


C#ſar 


Ceſar may tell of Natians took, 
And Troops by Force ſubjected to his Yoke: 
We read as great a Conquerer in thee, 
Who couldſt by milder ways all Hearts ſubdue, 
The nobler Conqueſt of the two 3 
Thus thou whole Legions mad'ft thyCapriyes be, 
And like him too could(t look, and ſpeak thy Vitto- 
XVIII (ry- 
Hence may we Calculate the Tenderneſs 
Thou didſt Expreſs 
Toall,whomthoudidſt with thy Friendſhip bleſs: | 
To think of Paſſion by new Mothers bore 
To the young Offspring of their Womb, 
Or that of Lovers to what they Adore, 
Ere Duty it become : 
We ſhould toomean Ideas frame, 
Ot that which thine might juſtly claim, 
And injure it by a degrading Name: - 
Conceive the tender Care, 
Of guardian Angels to their Charge aſlign'd, 
G 4 Or 


Ms, Charles Mapwenrt 87 _ 


88 -:-"To the Meminy of - 
_ © Orthink how dear 
To Heaven Expiring Martyrs are ; 
+ Theſe are the Emblems of thy mind, 
The only Types to ſhew how thou waſt kind. 
e774 66 XIX. 
On whomſoc'cr thou didſt eonfer this Tye 
- *Twas laſting as Eternity, 
' And firm as the unbroken Chain of Deſtiny, 
Embraces would faint ſhadows of your Union 
Unleſs you could together grow. v_ 
That Union which isfrom Alliance bred, 
Does not fo faſtly wed, 
Tho it with Blood be cemented : 
That Link wherewith the Soul and Body's joyn'd, 
Which twiſts the double Nature in Mankind 
Only ſo cloſe can bind. 
That holy Fire which Romans to their Yeſta paid, 
Which they immortal as the Goddeſs made, 
Thy noble Flames moſt fitly parallel; | 
Far thine were juſt ſopure, and juſtſodurable. 
Thoſe 
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Thoſe feigned Pairs of Faithfulneſs which clazm 
So higha place in ancient Fame, 
Had they thy better Pattern ſeen, 
They'd made their Friendſhip more divine 
And ſtrove to mend their CharaRers by thine. 
X X. 
Yet had this Friendſhip no advantage been, 
Unleſs 'twere exercis'd within; 
What did thy Love to other Objetts tie, 
The fame made thy own Pow'rs agree, 
And reconciPd thy ſelf to thee. 
No Diſcord in thy Soul did reſt, 
Save what its Harmony increaſt. 
Thy mind did with ſuch regular Calmneſs move, 
As held reſemblance with the greater Mind above. 
Reaſon there fix'd its peaceful Throne, 
And reign'd alone. 
The Will its cafie Neck to Bondage pave, 
And to the ruling Faculty became a Slave. 


90 To the Memory of 
The Paſſions rais'd no Civil Wars, 
Nor diſcompos'd thee with inteſtine Jars : 
All did obey, | 
And paid Allegiance to its rightful Sway. 
All threw their reſty Tempers by, 
And gentler Figures drew, 
Gentle as Nature in its Infancy, 
As when themſelves in their firſt Beings grew. 
| X X 1. 
Thy Soul within ſuch filent Pomp did keep. 
As if Humanity were lull'd aſleep. 
So gentle was thy Pilgrimage beneath, 
Time's unheard Feet ſcarce makelels noiſe, 
Or the ſoft Journey which a Planet goes. 
Life ſeem'd all calmas its laſt Breath. 
A (till Tranquillity ſo huſht thy Breaſt, 
As it ſome Zakyon were its Gueſt, 
And there had built her Neſt ; 
It hardly now enjoys a-greater Reſt. (Peace, 


As that ſmooth Sea which wears the Name of 
Still 
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Still with one even Face appears, 


91 


And feels no Tides to change it from its place, 
No Waves to alter the fair Form it bears: | 
As that unſpotted Sky, 
Where Nile does want of Rain ſupply, 
Is free from Clouds, from Storms is ever free. 
So thy unvary'd mind was always one, 
And with ſuch clear Serenity ſtill ſhone, 
As caus'd thy little World to ſeem all temp'rate 
X XL (Zone. 
Let Fools their high Extraction boaſt, (coſt, 
And Greatneſs, which no Travel, but their Mothers, 
Let 'em extol a ſwelling Name, 
Which theirs by Will and Teſtament became; 
Ar beſt but meer Inheritance, 
As oft the Spoils as Gift of Chance. 
Let ſome ill-plac't Repute on Scutcheons rear 
As fading as the Colors which thoſe bear ; 
And prize a painted Field, 
Which Wealth as ſoonas Fame can yield. 


Thou 
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Thou ſcorn'dſt at ſuch low Rates to purchaſe 
Worth, 


Nor couldſt thou owe it only to thy Birth. 
Thy ſelt-born Greatneſs was above the Power 


Of Parents to entail, or Fortune to deflower. 


Thy Soul, which like the Sun, Heaven molded 
bright, 


Diſdain'd to ſhine with borrow'd Light, 

Thus from himſclt th' Ecernal Being grew, 
And from no other Cauſc his Grandeur drew. 
X XIII. 

Howe'er if true Nobility 
Rather in Souls than in the Blood does lie: 
If from thy better part we Mcaſures take, 
And that the Standard of our Valuc make, 
Jewels and Stars become low Heraldry 

To blazon thee. 
Thy Soul was big cnough to pity Kings, 
And look'd on Empires as poor humble things. 
Great as his boundleſs Mind, 


Who 
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Who thought himſelf in one wide Globe confin'd, 
-And for another pin'd, 
Greatas that Spirit whoſe large Powers rowl 
Thro' the yaſt Fabrick ot this ſpatious Bowl, 
And tell the World as well as Man can boaſt a Soul. 
XXIV. 
Yet could not this an Haughtinels beger, 
Or thee aboye the common Level ſer. 
Pride, whoſe Alloy does beſt Endowments mar, 
(As things molt lofty ſmaller ſtill appear) 
| With thee did no Alliance bear, 

Low Merits ott are by too high Eſteem bely'd, 
Whoſe Owners leſſen while they raiſe their Price; 
Thine were above the yery Guilt of Pride, 

Above all others, and thy own Hyperbole : 

In thee the wid'ſt Extreams were joyn'd 
The lottieſt, and the lowlieſt Mind. 
Thus tho ſome part of Heay'ns vaſt Round 


Appear but low, and ſeem to touch the Ground, 


Yet 
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Yet'tis well knownalmoſt to bound the Spheres; 
*Tis truly held to be above the Stars. 
| XXV. 
While thy brave Mind preſerv'd this noble Frame, 
| Thou ſtoodſt at once ſecure 
From all the Flattery and Obloquy of Fame, 


Its rough and gentler Breath were both to thee 
the ſame : 
(lower; 


Nor this could thee exalt, nor that depreſs thee 
But thou from thy great Soul on both look'd(t 


down 
(Frown. 
Without the ſmall concernment of a Smile or 


Heav'n leſs dreads that it ſhould fir'd be 

By the weak flitting Sparks that upwards fly, 
Leſs the bright Goddeſs of the Night 

Fears thoſe loud howlings that revile her Light 


Than thou Malignant Tongues thy Worth 
ſhould blaſt, 


Which was too great for Envy's Cloud to overcaſt. 
*'T was thy brave Method to deſpiſe Contempt, 
And make what was the Faulr the Puniſhment, 

What 
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What more Aſlaults could weak DetraQtion raiſe, 
When thou couldſt Saint diſgrace, 
And turn Reproach to Praiſe. (be; 
So Clouds which would obſcure the Sun, ofc gilded 
And Shades are taught to ſhine as brightas he, 
So Diamonds, when envious Night 
Would ſhroud their Splendor, look moſ2t bright, 
And from its Darkneſs ſeem to borrow Light. 
XXVI. 
Had Heav'n compos'd thy mortal Frame, 
Free from Contagion as thy Soul or Fame : 


Could Virtue been but Proot againſt Death's 
Arms, 


Th'adſt ſtood unvanquiſht by theſe Harms, 
Safe in a Circle made by thy own Charms. 
Fond Pleaſure, whoſe ſoft Magick oft beguiles 
Raw unexpcrienc'd Souls, 
And with ſmooth Flattery cajoles, 
Could ne'er enſnare thee with her Wiles, 


Or make thee Captive to her ſoothing Smiles. 


In 
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In vain that Pimp of Vice aſſay'd to pleaſe, 
In hope to draw thee to its rude Embrace. 
Thy Prudence ſtill chat Syrey paſt 
Without being pinion'd to the Maſt : 
All its Attempts were ineffeQtual found ; 
Heav'n fenc'd thy heart withits own Mound, 


- And forc'd the Tempter ſtill from that forbidden 
Ground. 
X XVII. 


The mad Capricio's of the doating Age 
Could ne'er in the fame Frenzy thee engage ; 
But moy'd thee rather with a generous Rage. 
Gallants, who their high Breeding prize, 
Known only by their Gallanture and Vice, 
Whoſe Talent is to court a faſhionable Sin, 
And act ſome fine Tranſgreſſion with a janty Meen, 
May by ſuch Methods hope the Vogue to win. 
Letthoſe gay Fops who deem 
Their Infamies Accompliſhment, 
Grow ſcandalous to get Eſteem ; 


And by Diſgrace ſtrive to be eminent, 


Here 
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Here thou diſdainſt the common Road, 


Nor wouldſt by ought be woo'd 
To wear the vain Iniquities o'th' Mode. 
Vice with thy Practice did ſo diſagree, 
Thou ſcarce couldſt bear it in thy Theory. 
Thou didſt ſuch Ignorance'bove Knowledg prize; 
And here to be unskill'd, is to be wiſe. | 
Such the firſt Founders of our Blood, 
While yet untempred, ſtood 
Contented only to know Good, 
| XXVIIL. 
Virtue alone did guide thy Adtions here, 
Thou by no other Card thy Life didſt ſteer : 
| No ſly Decoy would ſerve, 
To make thee from its rigid DiCtates ſwerve, 
Thy Love ne'er thought her worſe 
Becauſe thou hadſt ſo few Competitors. 
Thou couldſt adore her when ador'd by none 
Content to be her Vorary alone : 


H 
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When 'twas proſcrib'd the unkind World 
And toblind Cells, and Grotto's hurl'd, 


When thought the Fantom of ſome crazy Brain, 


Fir for orave Anchorets to entertain, 
A thin Chimera, whom dull Gown-Men frame 
To gull deluded Mortals with an empty Name. 
. XXIX. 
Thou own'dſt no Crimes that ſhun'd the 
Light, 
Whoſe Horror might thy Blood affrighr, 


And force it toits known Retreat. 
While the pale Checks do Penance in their White, 
And tell that Bluſhes are too weak to expiate : 
Thy Faults might all be on thy Forehead wore, 
Andthe whole World thy Conteſlor. 
Conſcience within ſtill kept Aſſize, 
To puniſſyand deter Impieries : 
That inbred Judg, ſuchſtrit InſpeCtion bore, 
So travers'd all thy Actions ore; 


Th' Eternal Judge could ſcarce do more : | 


Thoſe 
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Thoſe little Eſcapades'of Viee,. 
Which paſs the Cognizance of moſt 
I'th' Crowd of following Sins forgor-and loſt, 
Could ne'er its Sentence or Arraignmient mils : 
Thou didſt prevent the young deſires of ill, © © 
And them in their firſt Motions kill : 
The very thoughts in others anconfin'd 
AndJawleſsas the Wind, 
Thou couldſt xo Rule and Order bind. 
They durſt not any Stamp, but that of Virtue bear, 
And free from ſtain as thy moſt —_ Aﬀtions 
Were. r 
Let wild Debauchees hug their darling Vice, 
And court-no other Paradiſe, 
Till want of Power 
Bids' em difcard the ſtale Amour, 
And when difabled Strength ſhall force 
A ſhart Divorce, 
Miſcall that weak forbearance Abſtinence, 
Which wiſe Morality and betrer Sence 
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Stiles but at beſt a ſneaking Impotence. 
Thine far a Nobler Pitch did fly 
*T wasalltree choice, nought of Neceſſity. 
Thou didftthat puny Soul difdain 
Whaſe half ſtrain Virtue only ean reſtrain; 
- | Nor wouldſt that empty Being own, 
Which ſprings from Negatives alone, 
But truly thoughtſt it always Virtues Skeleton. 
| 7 XXX. 
Nordidſt thou thoſe mean Spirits more approve, 
Who. Virtue, only for its Dowry love, 
Unbrib'd thou didſt her ſterling ſelf eſpoule: 
Nor wouldſta better Miſtris chooſe. 
Thou couldſt Aﬀection to her bare /dza pay, 
' The firſt that cer careſs'd her the Platonick way. 
To ſee her in her own AttraCGtions dreſt, 
| Did all thy Love arreſt, 
Nor lack'd there new Efforts to ſtorm thy Breſt. 
Thy generous Loyalty 


_ Would nc&er a Mercenary be, 
But 
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But choſe to ſerve her ſtill withour a Livery. 
Yet waſt thou not of Recompence debarr'd, 
But countedſt Honeſty its own Reward ; 
Thou did(t not wiſh a greater Bliſs © accrue, 
For to be good to thee was to be happy'too, 
Thar ſecret Triumph of thy Mind, 
Which always thou in doing well didſt find, 


Were Heaven enough, were there no other Heaven 
deſign'd, 


XX XI. 
What Virtues few poſſeſs but by Retail 
In groſs could thee their Owner call; 
They all did inthy fingle Circle fall. 
Thou waſt a living Syſtem where were wrote 
All choſe high Morals which in Books are ſought. 
Thy Practice did more Virtues ſhare 
Than heretofore the learned Porch &er knew, 
Or in the Stagyrites ſcant Ethics grew : 
| Devoutthou waſt as holy. Hermits are, 
Which ſhare their time 'rwixt Ecſtaſicand Prayer. 


H 3 Modeſt 
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Modeſt as InfantRofſes in their bloom, 
| Whichin a Bluſh their Lives conſume, 
$6 Chaſt, the Dead are only more, 
Who lie diyorc'd from Objects, and from Power. 
Sorpure, that if bleſt Saints could be 
Taught Ipnocence,. they'd gladly learn of thee. 
Thy Virtues height in Heaven alone could grow 
; Notto ought elſe would for Acceſſion owe : 
It only now's more perfect than it was below. 
XX X11. 
Hence, tho'atonce thy Soul liv'd hereand there, 
Yer Heaven aloneits Thoughts did ſhare 5 
It own'd no home, but in the aCtive Sphere. 
Its Motions always did to that bright Centre rowl, 
And ſeem'd t inform thee only on Parole. 
Look how the Needle does toits dear Northincline, 
As wer't not fixt *twould to that Region climb; 
Or mark what hidden force 
Bids the Flame upwards take its courſe, 
And makes it withthat Swiſtnelſs riſe, 
As 
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As if*twere wing'd by th' Air thro which it flies. 
Sucha ſtrong Virtue did thy Inclinations bend, 
And made 'em {till to the bleſt Manſions tend. 
That mighty Slave whom the proud Vidtor's 
| Shur Pris'ner in a golden Cage, (Rage 
Condemn'd to glorious Vaſlalape, 
Ne'er long'd for dear Enlargement more, 
Nor his gay Bondage with leſs patience bore, 
 Thanthis great Spirit brooke its tediousStay, 
While fetter'd here in brittle Clay, 
And wiſh'd to diſengageand fly away. 
It vex'd and chat'd, and ſtill defir'd to be 
Releas'd to the ſweet Freedom of Eternity. 
XX XIII. 
Nor were its Wiſhes long unheard, 
Fate ſoon at its deſire.appear'd. 
And ſtrait for an Aſſault prepar'd. 
A ſudden and a ſwift Diſeaſe 
- Firſt on thy Heart Life's chiefeſt Fort does ſeize, 
And then on all the Suburb-vicals preys : 
H 4 Next 
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Next it corrupts thy tainted Blood, 
And ſcatters Poyſon through its purple Flood, 
Sharp Aches in thick Troops it ſends, 
And Pain, which like a Rack the Nerves extends. 
Anguiſh through every Member flies, 
And all thoſe inward Gemonies 
 Whereby frail Fleſh in Torture dies. 
All the ſtaid Glories of thy Face, 
Where ſprightly Youth lay checkt with manly 
Arc now impair'd, —_ 
And quite by the rude hand of Sickneſs mar'd, - 
Thy Body where due Symmetry 
In juſt proportions once did lie, 
Now hardly could be known, 
Its very Figure out of Faſhion grown ; 
And ſhould thy Soul to its old Seat return, 
And Lite once more adjourn, 


*Twould ſtand amaz'd to ſee its alter'd Frame, 


Ard doubt (almoſt) whether its own Carcaſs were 
the lame. 


XXXIV. 
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XXXIV. 
And here thy Sickneſs does new matter raiſe - 
Both for thy Virtue and our Praiſe ; 
"Twas here thy Picture look'd moſt near, 
When deep'ſt in Shades'rwas ſet, 
Thy Virtues only thus could fairer be 
Advantag'd by the Foil of Miſery. 
Thy Soul which haſten'd now to be enlarg'd, 
And of its grofſer Load diſcharg'd, 
Began ta at aboye its wonted rate, 
And gave a Przlude of its next unbody'd State. 
So dying Tapers near their Fall, 
When their own Luſtre lights their Funeral, 
Contrat their Strength into one brighter Fire, 
And in that Blaze triumphantly expire, 
So the bright Globe that rules the Skies, 
Tho' hegild Heav'n witha glorious Riſe, 
Reſerves his choiceſt Beams to grace his Set; 
And then he looks moſt great, 
And then in greateſt Splendor dies. 
XXXVI 
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6 XXXVI. 
(bear, 
,Thou ſharpeſt Pains didſt with that Courage 
And ſtill thy Looks ſo unconcern'd didſt wear : 
Beholders ſeem'd more indiſpos'd than thee; 
For they were ſick in Efhgic. 
Like ſome well-faſhion'd Arch thy Patience ſtood, 


And purchas'd Firmneſsfrom its greater Load. 
Thoſe Shapes of Torture, which to view in Paint 
Would make another faint ; 
Thou could {t endure in true Reality, 
And feel what ſome could hardly bear to ſee. 
Thoſe /ndzans who their Kings by Tortureschoſe, 
SubjeCting all the Royal Iflue to that Teſt 
Could ne'er thy Sway rctuſc, 
If he deſerves to reign that ſuffers beſt. 


Had thoſe fierce Savages thy Patience view'd, 
Thou'dſt claim'd rheir Choice alone 3 


They with a Crown had paid thy Fortitude, 
And turn'dthy Death-bed to a Throne. | 


XXX VII, 
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X XVII. 

All thoſe Heroick Picties, 
Whoſe Zeal to Truth made them its Sacrifice: 
Thoſe nobler Scevola's, whoſe holy Rage 
Did their whole ſelves in cruel Flames engage, 
Who did amidſt their Force unmoy'd appear, 

As if thoſe Fircg but lambent were 
Oc they had found their Empyream there. 
Might theſe repeat again their Days beneath, 


They'd ſeen their Fates out-ated by a natural 
| Death, 


And cach of them to thee reſign his Wreath. 

In ſpite of Weakneſs and harſh Deſtiny, 
To reliſh Torment, and enjoy a Miſery : 

So to careſs a Doom, 

As make its Sufterings Delights become : 

So to triumph o'er Senſe and thy Diſeaſe, 

As amongſt Pains to revel in fofc Eaſe: 

| Theſe Wonders did thy Virtues worth enhance, 
And Sickneſs todry —— advance, 


XXXVIIL 
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XXXVTIII. 
Yet could not all theſe Miracles ſtern Fate avert, 
Or make without the Dart. 
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. Only ſhe paus'd a while with Wonder ſtrook, 
A while ſhe doubted if that Deſtiny was thine, 
And turn'd o'er again the dreadful Book, 
And hop'd ſhe had miſtook ; 
And wiſh'd ſhe might have cut another Line. 
But dire Neceſſity 
Soon cry'd 'twas thee, 
And bad her give the fatal Blow. 
Strait ſhe obeys, and ſtrait the vital Powers grow 
Too weak to prapple with a ſtronger Foe, 
And now the feeble Strife forgoe. 
Life's ſap'd Foundation every Moment ſinks, 
And every Breath to leſſer compaſs ſhrinks; 
Laſt panting Gaſps grow weaker each Rebound, 
Like the faint Tremblings of a dying Sound; 
And doubtful Twilight hovers o'er the Light, 


Ready to uſher in Eternal Night. 
d,0,0,1 0,0 
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XXXIX. 
Yet here thy Courage taught thee to out-braye 
Allthe ſlight Horrors of the Grave : 
Pale Death's Arreſt 
Ne'er ſhock'd thy Breaſt ; 
Nor could it in the dreadfulſt Figure dreſt. 
Thar ugly Skeleton may guilry Spirits daunt, 


When the dire Ghoſts of Crimes departed haunt, 


_ with bold Innocence thou couldſt that Mormos 
ate, 


And on the bare-fac'd King of Terrors ſtare, 
As free from all Effeftsas from the cauſe of Fear. * 
Thy Soul ſo willing from thy Body went, 
As if both parted by Conſent, 
No Murmur, no Complaining, no Delay, | 
Only a Sigh, a Groan, and fo away. 
Death ſeem'd to glide with Pleafure in, 
As if in this Senſe too 't had loſt her Sting. 
Like ſome well-a&ted Comedy Life ſwiftly paſt, 
And ended juſt fo ſtill and ſweet at laſt, 


Thou 


110 ' To the Memory of 


Thou like its Ators, ſeem' dſt in borrow'd Habit 
here beneath, 


And couldſt, as cally 
As they do that, put off Mortality. 


Thou Breathedſt out thy Soul as free as common 
Breath, w 


As unconcern'd as they are in a feigned Death. 
XL. 
Go happy Soul, aſcend the joyful Sky, 
Joyful to ſhine with thy bright Company : 
Go mount the ſpangled Sphere, 
*And make it brighter by another Star : 
Yet ſtop not there, till thou advance yet higher, 
Till chou art ſwallow'd quite 
In the vaſt unexhauſted Ocean of Delight: 
Delight, which there alone in irs true Eſtence is, 
Whetc Saints kcep an ternal Carnival of Bliſs: 
Where the Regalio's of retined:-Joy, 
Which fill, but never cloy, 
Where Pleaſures ever growing, ever new, 
> Immortal as thy ſelf, and boundleſs toos 


Thets 
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There may'ſt thou learned 'by Compendium 
grow 3 


For which in vain below 
We ſomuchrtime,and ſo much pains beſtow. 
There may'ſt thou all 7dea's ſee, 
All wonders which in Knowledg be 
In that fair beatifick mirror of the Deity. | 
X LL 
Mean while thy Body mourns in its own Duſt, 
And puts on Sables tor its tender Truſt. 
Tho' dead, it yet retains ſome untouchr Grate, 
Wherein we-may thy Soul's fair Foot-ſteps trace ; 
Which no Diſeaſe can frightenfrom its wonted place: 
 Eenits Deformities do thee become, 
And only ſerve to conſecrate thy Doom. 
Thoſe marks of Death which did its Surface ſtain 
Now hallow, not profane. 
Each Spot does to a Ruby turn; 
Whar ſoil'd but now, would nowadorn. 
Thoſe Aſterisks placd inthe Margin of thy Skin 


Point 
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Point out the nobler Soul thatdwelt within : 
Thy leſſer, like the greater World appears 
All over bright, all over ſtuck with Stars. 
So Indian Luxury when it would be trim, 
Hangs Pearls on every Limb. 
Thus amongſt ancient Pits Nobility 
In Blemiſhes did lie 3 
Eachby his Spots more honorable grew, 
And from their Storea greater Value drew : 


Their Kings were known by th' Royal Stains they 
bore, | 


| And in their Skins their Ermin wore. 
X LIL 


Thy Blood where Death triumph'd in greateſt 
| State, 


Whoſe Purple ſeem'd the Badge of ati 
Andall thy Body o'er 
Its ruling Colours bore : 
That which infe&ted with the noxious 11 
Burt lately help'd to kill, 


_ Whoſe Circulation fatal grew. 
And 
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And thro' each part a ſwifter Ruin threw, 
Now conſcious, its own Murther would arraign, 
And throngs to fally out at every Vein. 
Each Drop a redder than its native Dye puts on, 
As if in its own Bluſhes *twould its Guilt attone, 
A facred Rubrick does thy Carcaſs paint, 
And Death in every Member writes the Saint. 
So Phebus cloaths his dying Rays cach Night, 
And bluſhes he can/hive no longer to give Light. 
LAXIIL 
Let Fools, whoſe dying Fame requires to have 
Like their own Carcaſles a Grave, 
Let them with vain Expence adorn 
Some coſtly Urn, 
Which ſhortly,like themſelves,to Duſt ſhall rurn. 
Here lacks no Carian Sepulchre, 
Which Ruin ſhall ere long in its own Tomb interr. 
No fond Zgyptian Fabrick built ſo high 
As if 'twould climb the Sky, 


And thence reach Immorrtality, 
I Thy 
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Thy Virtues ſhall erabalm thy Name, 
And make it laſting as'the Breath of Fame. 
When frailer Braſs 
Shall moulder by a quick Decreaſe ; 
When brittle Marble ſhall decay, 
And to the Jaws of Time become a Prey, 


Thy Praiſe ſhall live, when Graves ſhall buried lie, 
Till Time itſelf ſhall die, 


And yield its triple Empire to Eternity. 


is 


__ 
LD — 


—— 


To the Memory of that worthy Gentle- 
man, Mr. Harman Atwood. 


PINDARIQUE 


I. 


No, I'll no morerepine at Deſtiny, 
Now we poor common Morrtals are content to die, 
When thee,bleſt Saint, we cold and breathleſs ſee, 
Thee,who it ought that's great and brave; 
Ought that is excellent might ſave, 
Had juſtly claim'd Exemption from the Grave, 
And cancell'd the black irreverſible Decree. 
Thou didſt alonefuch Worth,ſuch Goodneſs ſhare 
As well deferv'd to be immortal here; ITN. 


Deſerve a Life as laſting as the Fame thou art ro 


Arleaft, why went thy Soul without its Mate? 


I 2 _ Why 
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Why did they not together undivided go ? 
So went (we're told) the fam'd Illuſtrious Two. 
(Nor could they greater Merits ſhew, 
Altho' the beſt of Patriarchs that, | 
And this the beſt of Prophers was) 
Heav'n did alive the bleſſed Pair tranſlate ; 
Alive they launch into Life's boundleſs Happineſs, 
And never paſt Death's Straights and narrow Seas 3 
Ne'cr enter'd the dark gloomy Thorowſare of Fate. 


TE 


Long time had the Profeſſion under Scandal lain, 
And felt a general tho' unjuſt Diſdain, 
An upright Lawyer ContradiCtion ſeem'd, 
And was at leaſt a Prodigy eſteem'd. 
It one perhaps did inan Ageappear, * 
| He wasrecorded like ſome Blazing Star ; 
" And Statues were erected to the wondrous Man, 
As heretofore to the ſtrange honeſt Publican. 


To thee the numerous Calling all its thanks ſhould 
give, 
fs To 
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To thee who could(t alone its loſt Reputeretrieve. 
Thou the vaſt wide extremes didſt reconcile, 
The firſt,almoſt,c'er taught ir was not to beguile, 
To each thou didſt diſtribute Right ſo equally, 
Ey*n Juſtice might herſelf correct her Scales by thee. 
And none did now regret 
Heronce bewail'd Retreat, 
Since all enjoy'd her better Deputy. 
Henceforth ſucceeding Time ſhall bear in mind, 
And Chronicle the beſt of all the kind : 
The beſt cer ſince the man that gave 
Our ſuffering God a Grave ; 
(That God who living no Abode could find, 
Tho he the World had made, and was to fave) 
Embalming him, he did embalm his Memory, 
And makeit from Corruption free: 
(Fame, 
Thoſe Odors kindly lent pertum'd the Breath of 
And fixt a laſting Fragrancy upon his Name; 


 Andrais'd it with his Saviour to an Immortality. 


T2 III. Hence 
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III. 


Hence the ſtale muſty Paradox of equal Souls, 
Thar ancicnt vulgar Error of the Schools, 
Avow'd by dull Philoſophers and thinking Fools, 


Here might they find their fecble Arguments o'cr- 
chrown: 


Here might the orave Diſputers find 
Themſelves all bafil'd by a ſingle Mind, 
And ce one vaſtly larger than their own, 
Thoall of theirs were mixt in one. 
A Soul as great as e'er vouchſaf*d to be - 
Inhabiter in low Morrality ; 
As cer th Almighty Artiſt labour'd to infuſe, 
Thro' all his Mint he did the brighteſt chuſe ; 
Wirth his own Image ſtampr it fair, 
And bid it ever che Divine Impreſſion wear ; 
And ſoit did, ſo pure, fo well, 
c hardly could believe him ofthe Race that fell : 


So ſporleſs ſtill, and ſtill ſo good, 


AS 
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ASif it never lodg'd in Fleſh and Blood. 
Hence conſcious too, how high, how nobly born; 
It never did reproach its Birth, 
By valuing ought of baſe or meaner worth, 


Bur look'd on carthly Grandeur with Contempt and 
(Scorn. 


IV. 
Like his All-great Creator, who 
Can only by diftuſing greater grow : 
He made his chicfeſt Glory ro communicate, 
And choſe the faireſt Artribute to imitate. 
So kind, ſogenerous, and (o free, 
As it he only liv'd in Courteſie. 
To be unhappy did his Piry claim, 
Oaly to want it —_ deſerve the fame : (Miſery. 
Nor lack'd there other Rhetorick than Innocence and 
His unconfin'd unhoarded Store 
Was ſtill the vaſt Exchequer of the poor ; 
And whatſoc'er in pious Acts went out 


He did in his own Inventory put : 


I 4 F or 
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For well the wiſe and prudent Banker knew 
His Gracious Sovereign above would all repay, 
'Andallth* expences of his Charity defray ; 
And ſo he did, both Principal and Intereſt too, 
And he by holy Prodigality more wealthy grew. 
Such, and ſo univerſal is the Influence 
Which the kind bounteous Sun does herediſpenſe: 
With an unwearied indefatigable Race, 
He trayels round the World cach day, 
And viſits all Mankind, and every place, 
And ſeatters Light and Bleſſings all the way, . 
 Tho' heeach hour new Beams expend, 
Yet does he not like waſting Tapers ſpend. 
Tho' he ten thouſand years disburſe in Light, 


The boundleſs Stock can never be exhauſted quite, 


V. 


Nor was his Bounty ſtinted or deſfign'd, 
As thcirs who only partially are kind.; 
Or give wherethey Return expe& to find : 

| Bur 
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Bur like his Soul, irs fair Original : 
'Twas all in all, 


And all in every part, 
Silent as his Devotion, open as his Hearr. 
Brib'd withi the Pleaſure to oblige and prarifie, 
As Airand Sunſhine he diſpos'd his Kindnels free, 
Yet ſcorn'd Requirals, and worſe hatod F lattery, 
And all obſequious Pomp of vain formality, 
Thus the Almighty Bounty does beſtow 
Its Favors on our undeſerving Race below 3 
Confer'd on all its loyal Votaries ; 
Conter'd alike on its rebellious Encmies. 
To it alone our All we owe, 
All that weare and are to be, 
Each Art and Science to its Liberality, 
And this ſame trifling jingling thing call'd Poetry. 
Yet the great Donor does no coſtly Gratitude re- 
No Charge of Sacrifice deſire ; (quire, 
| Nor are w' expenſive Hecatombs to raiſe, 


AS heretofore, | 
To 
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To make his Altars float with recking Gore, 
A ſmall Return the mighty Debr and Duty pays, | 


Ev'n the cheap humble Off ring of worthleſs Thanks 
and Prailc, 


IV. 
(fum, 


But how, bleſt Saint, ſhall I thy numerous Virtu es 
If one or two take up this room 2 
To what yaſt Bulk muſt the full Audit come 2 
As that bold Hand that drew the faireſt Deity, 
Had many naked Beauties by, (Line, 
And took from each a ſeveral Grace, and Air, and 
And all in one Epitome did joyn 
To paint his bright Immortal in a Form Divine: 
So muſt I do to frame thy Character, 
Fil think whatever Men can good and lovely call, 
And then abridge it all, 
Andcrowd, and mix the various /dza's there; 
And yer at laſt of a juſt Praiſe deſpair, 


Whatever ancicnt Worthies boaſt, 


Which 
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Which made themſelves and Poets their Deſcribers 
great, | Fang 
From whence old Zeal did Gods and Shrines cre- 
Thou had(t thy ſelf alone engroſt, —_ 
And all their ſcatter'd Glories in thy Soul did 
And future Ages, when they eminent Virtues ſee, 
(It any after thee 
Dare the Pretence of Virtue own, 
Without the Fear of being far out-done) 
Shall count 'em all but Legacy, 
Which from the Strength of thy Example flow, 


And thy fair Copy in a leſs corrett Edition ſhow. 


VII. 


Religion over all did a juſt Condutt claim, 
No falſe Religion which from Cuſtom came, 
Which toits Font and Country only ow'd its Name: 
-No flue of deyour and zealous Ignorance, 
Or the more dull Effet of Chance; 
But *twasa firm well-grounded Piety, 


Thayg 
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That knew all that it did believe, and why ; 
And for the glorious Cauſe durſt die, 
Anddurſt out-ſuffer ancient Martyrology. 
So knit and interwoven with its being ſo, 


Moſt thought it did not from his Duty, but his Na- 
ture flow. 


Exalted far above the vain ſmall Attacks of Wir, 
And all that vile gay lewd Buffoons can bring, 
| Who try by little Railleries to ruin it, (hing 
And jeer't into an unreguarded poor defenceleſs 
The Men of Sence who in Contederacy join 
To damn Religion, had they view'd but thine, 
They'd have conteſt it pure, confeſt it all divine, 
And free from all Pretences of Impoſture or Deſign, 


Pow'rtul enough to counter-aCt lewd Poets and 
the Stage, 


And Proſclyteas faſtas they debauch the Age; 


So good, it mightalone a guilty condemn'd World 
reprieve, 


Should a deſtroying Angel ſtand 
With brandiſh'd Thunder in his Hand, 
{Ready 
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| Ready the bidden Stroketo pive; 
Or a new Deluge threaten thisand every Land. 


VIII 


Religion once a quiet and a peaceful Name, 

Which all the Epithers of Gentleneſs did claim, 
Late prov'd the Source of Faction and inteſtine 

Like the Fair teeming. Hebrew;ſhe | (Jars: 
Did travel with a wrangling Progeny, 

And harbor'd in her Bouwels Fewds and Civil Wars. 
Surly, uncomplaiſant, and rough ſhe grew, 
Andof a ſoft and caſie Miſtgis tyurn'd a Shrew. 
Paſſion and Anger went for marks of Grace, 

And looks deform'd and ſullenfanCifyed a Face. 
Thou firſt its meek and ptimitive Temper didſt 


reſtore, 
Firſt ſhew'dſt how men were pious heretofore : 
The gall-leſs Dove, which otherwhere could find no 
Early retreated to its Ark, thy Breaſt, (Reſt, 
And ſtraight the ſwelling Waves decreaſt 08 
And ſtraight tempeſtuous Paſſions ceaſt, 
Like - 
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Like Winds and Storms where ſome fair Zalcyon 
builds her Neſt, 


No overheating Zeal did thee inſpire, 
But 'twas a kindly gentle Fire, 
To warm, but not devour, 
And only did refine, and make more pure : 
Such is that Fire that makes thy preſent bleſt A. 
"The Reſidence and Palace of our God. —_ 
And ſuch was .thatbright unconſuming Flame, 
So mild, ſo harmleſs and ſo tame, 
Which heretofore ith* Buſh to Moſes came: 


At firſt the Viſion did the wondring Prophet 


ſcare, (Fear 
, 


But when _ voice had check'd his needleſs 


Hebow'd and worlhipp d and confeſt the Deity was 
(there. 
I X. 


Hail Saint Triumphant! hail Heav'ns happy Gueſt. 
Hail new Inhabitant amongſt the bleſt ! | 
MethinksI ſec kind Spirits in convoy meet, 


And with loud Welcomes thy Arriyal greet. 
Who, 
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Who, could they grieve, would g0 with Grief | 
away 
' Toſeea Soul more white, more pure than they: 
By them thou'rt led on high 
To the vaſt glorious Apartment of the Deity. 


Where circulating Pleaſures make an endleſs 
Round 


To which ſcant Time or Meaſure ſets no Bound, 
Perte&t unmixt Delights without Alloy, 
And whatſoc'er does earthly Bliſs annoy, 
Which oft does in Fruition Pall and oft'ner Cloy; 
Where Being is no longer Lite but Extafie, 
But one long Tranſpart of unutterable Joy, 
A Joy abovethe boldeſt flights ofdaring verſe, 
Andall a Muſe unglorifyed can fancy orrehearſe: 
There happy Thou 
From Troubles and the buſtling toil of Buſi- 
neſs tree, (low; 
From noiſe and ?racas of tumultuous Lite be- 


Enjoy'ſt the ſtill and calm Vacationof Eternity. 


FINIS. 


